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Letter from the CEO|Founder

Greetings Readers,

It is my pleasure to present another edition of Global 
Woman Magazine. I always like to take a moment to 
acknowledge the Almighty for without Him we would 
not be in the position to bring you our stories. 

Last edition, we celebrated women over 80 years old, 
women in business and women in Christian ministry. 
In this edition, we bring you stories on living whole and 
the holistic life. As you know, a healthy life does not 
only equate to a healthy physical body. Living whole 
and keeping a holistic life encompasses one’s entire 
being. Your soul, mind, spirit and body are the basic 
gifts with which the Creator endowed you. If we do 
not care for those gifts, how then do we expect Him to 
bless us with extraordinary gifts? Our Global Woman 
team comprises gifted and talented people therefore 
we invite you to celebrate with us, the precious gifts of 
soul, mind, spirit and body. Let’s together embrace the 
holistic life that we were meant to have. 

Coming in our next edition, we will feature a comic 
script page. We need a “chuckle” now and then so we 
decided to introduce a Global Woman original comic 

storyline to you. We look forward to entertaining, 
informing, educating, empowering and enlightening 
you. Global Woman Magazine wants to ensure that 
we are bringing you what you want to read. Please 
write to us at “Comments From You”, P. O. Box 
1294, Centreville, VA. 20122-1294 U.S.A. or visit our 
website at www.globalwoman-magazine.com and 
send us your comments from our Contact Page. 

Our Global Woman team continues to grow; we now 
have representation in Puerto Rico, Trinidad & Tobago, 
Ireland, Jamaica, Belgium, South Africa, Netherlands, 
Sweden, Japan, United Kingdom, and throughout 
the United States and Canada. We appreciate your 
continued support. 

Remember, Global Woman is your magazine. It is 
every woman’s passport to the world. 

Sincerely,
Angela M. Peabody
CEO/Founder
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I’m sure there is a demand here in London for your 
magazine. You focus on women of all nationalities 
and if there is any place in the world you will come 
across every nationality in a walk down the street, 
it’s London. Women here love magazines and will 
love yours!

Stephanie Sadler,
Kensal Green, London

Kudos to you for a terrific magazine ….
Donna Scuderi,

Oklahoma

I am very proud of your work. I would like to get 
involved. Please send me more current events 
sponsored by Global Woman Magazine.

Jocelia Rancy,
Edgewater, Maryland, U.S.A.

I was impressed with the range of topics and cultures 
covered!

J. Pimenta,
Virginia, U.S.A.

My friend…, passed a copy of your excellent magazine 
onto me. Please tell me if it is too late to submit an 
article.  Look forward to hearing from you.

Eve Cunard,
Cape Town, South Africa

Mail comments to:
“Comments From You”
Global Woman Magazine
P. O. Box 1294
Centreville, VA. 20122-1294
 
Or visit us at www.globalwoman-magazine.com, 
click on the “Contact” page and send us your 
comments.  We will publish them.
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By Dennis J. Freeman and Maimah S. Karmo

For thousands of years, people have engaged 
in the trading of human bodies. In the 1800’s there 
was a global awakening of sorts, during which many 
countries realized the moral and ethical indignity 
of trading and exploiting human beings. However, 
some people continue to engage in the illegal trade 
of women, men and children.

Trafficking of human beings is the recruitment 
and transfer of human beings for the purpose of 
exploitation. According to the United States (U.S.) 
Department of State (DoS), approximately 600,000 
-800,000 people are trafficked across international 
borders every year, mostly women and girls. We 
walk by these people. We interact with them. We 
see them drive by in cars. Some of us even work with 
them, not knowing that they are in a living hell. 

Exploiters lure unknowing victims by using 
advertisements for jobs in other countries, offering 
overseas modeling assignments or awarding them 
vacations to remote locations. Other victims are 
sold by poor family members in 
order to get money to feed the 
other members of the family.

According to the website 
www.voiceswithoutborders.org, 
“victims of human trafficking are 
exploited for many reasons such 
as, commercial sex, including, 
prostitution, pornography, 
stripping and live-sex shows. 
Often victims are trafficked 
for labor exploitation such as 
domestic servitude, sweatshop 
factories, or migrant agricultural 
work. Traffickers use force, 
fraud and coercion to compel 
women, men and children to 

engage in these activities….[this] involves the use of 
rape, beatings and confinement to control victims. 
Forceful violence is used especially during the early 
stages of victimization, known as the ‘seasoning 
process’, which is used to break victim’s resistance 
to make them easier to control… victims are also 
threatened with intent… of serious harm to, or 
physical restraint… to cause [them] to believe that 
failure to perform an act would result in serious 
harm to or physical restraint against any person; or 
the abuse or threatened abuse of the legal process.

Human trafficking is wrong, and it must be 
stopped. Global Woman Magazine will be doing a 
series of articles over the next year, each highlighting 
trafficking occurring in various countries. The purpose 
of these articles are to educate you, the public about 
this violation of human beings, teach people to be 
aware that this could be happening around them, 
and show you how to contact authorities if you 
believe this is occurring.

Most people are of the unfortunate belief that 
trafficking only occurs in third world countries. 

The truth is that it happens on 
every continent. In Asia, Europe, 
Africa trafficking is dominant. It 
also occurs in the United States. 
Each year nearly 18,000 victims 
enter the United States for sexual 
exploitation, labor, or other 
commercial purposes. 

GW spoke with Dr. Lois 
Lee, a prominent leading expert 
on the human trafficking trade in 
the United States. A former social 
policy expert, Lee deals with child 
prostitution, one area of human 
trafficking that has spread globally. 
Commercial prostitution and 
forced labor are two aspects of 

PART I – AN INTROduCTION

Dr. Lois Lee

http://www.voiceswithoutborders.org
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human trafficking that dominate the illegal trade in 
America. 

Lee, the founder and president of “Children 
of the Night,” a California-based shelter home for 
child prostitutes, has fought against this form of 
human trafficking for nearly 30 years. She was a 
major contributor in the conviction of the “Hillside 
Strangler,” a serial killer that preyed and murdered 
prostitutes in Southern California. 

Lee, who teaches detectives how to detect, 
rescue and treat child prostitutes for the Los Angeles 
Police Department in Southern California, has been 
helping to land traffickers behind bars. 

Lee roughly estimates that there are 300,000 
children working as prostitutes in the United States. 
According to Lee, this facet of human trafficking 
presents a myriad of challenges for victims, if they 
are fortunate to survive and are rescued.

 “We work with American children who have 
been forced to prostitute all over America,” Lee said. 
“Some go to college. Many go to jail. Many become 
addicted to drugs. Many move onto other kinds of 
crime when they are too old to prostitute. Some 
commit suicide. And some are victims of homicide. 
While most of us have a lot to learn, these children 
have a lot to forget. Prostitution is a violent crime 
and the prostitute is always the victim.”

Often times, after being forced to service as 

many twenty or thirty “johns” a day, some of these 
children are so desperate to escape the life of forced 
prostitution that they jump out of windows or set 
themselves on fire.

Another organization that is dedicated to the 
fight against human trafficking is the International 
Justice Mission (IJM). Founded in 1997, by Gary 
Haugen, International Justice Mission (www.ijm.
org) is a human rights organization that rescues 
victims of violence, sexual exploitation, slavery and 
oppression in Africa, Asia and Latin America. Their 
purpose - to obtain immediate relief for victims 
of violence, trafficking, oppression, sexual abuse 
and slavery; to provide access to services to help 
victims transition to new lives and encourage long-
term success; to secure legal accountability for 
perpetrators; and to achieve structural prevention to 
deter future abuses. 

IJM has received international media attention 
for its work. The organization has been featured 
by the “Today Show,” “The Oprah Winfrey Show,” 
“Dateline NBC,” FOX News, MSNBC, CNN, 
National Public Radio, Forbes Magazine and The 
New York Times. 

IJM began operations after a group of human 
rights professionals, lawyers and public officials 
launched an extensive study of the injustices 
witnessed by overseas missionaries and relief and 

Bopha, 15, rescued by IJM (with her mother), was 
forced to work in a brothel.

Manna, 14, rescued by IJM; now in after care, re-
learning how to live a normal life. Manna was tricked 
into thinking she was being given a job, then forced 
into prostitution.

http://www.ijm.org
http://www.ijm.org
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development workers. This study, surveying more than 
65 organizations and representing 40,000 overseas 
workers, uncovered a nearly unanimous awareness 
of abuses of power by police and other authorities 
in the communities where they served. Without the 
resources or expertise to confront the abuse and to 
bring rescue to the victims, these overseas workers 
required the assistance of trained public justice 
professional. Since its inception, IJM has led raids 
to rescue hundreds of women and children from 
brothels, and other sexually exploitative situations. 
Once the victims are rescued, IJM places them “in  
safe homes where they receive aftercare and begin 
new lives of freedom. IJM lawyers work to secure 
the conviction and sentencing of brothel keepers 
and other perpetrators involved in sex trafficking. 
These convictions help to deter future perpetrators 
and change the system that traffics women and girls 
for sexual exploitation” (IJM Fact Sheet). Manna, 
Bopha, Panida (photos shown) and Namwaan* are 
four of the girls rescued by IJM. In the upcoming 
issues, we will tell you their stories, as well as stories 
of other young girls and women.

In 1994, Haugen, President and CEO, 
International Justice Mission, visited Rwanda. 
“Slipping in the mud of a mass grave, I stopped 
wondering how I might have fared in the great moral 
struggles of history. It became abundantly clear that 

such struggles are not matters of idle speculation; 
such struggles are now. Sex trafficking is despicable 
and insidious. According to Haugen, “Sex trafficking 
is the ugliest, most preventable man-made disaster 
in the world today.”

According to the Administration for Children 
and Families, which operates under the U.S. 
Department of Health and Human Services, human 
trafficking is tied with illegal arms as the second 
largest criminal industry in the world. Traffickers go 
all over the globe in search of victims. Many of the 
victims coming into the United States are usually 
limited in their English diction and are held against 
their will in the form of debt-bondage. 

There is no monopoly on a particular region 
where victims are found and wrestled away from their 
homeland. They come from Asia, Central and South 
America, Russia, Eastern Europe, and Caribbean 
countries such as Jamaica. The exploitation even 
goes through the jungles of Africa, where traffickers 
make their way to find victims in countries such as 
Ghana. 

Victims are beaten. Victims are raped. Victims 
are tortured. 

Traffickers use intimidation tactics against 
victims by using vile threats against family 
members in order to continue their dictatorship and 
authoritarian rule. Trafficking is considered to be 

Photos courtesy of International Justice Mission

Panida, 14, rescued by IJM in time; that night she 
was going to be forced to work as a prostitute.

Namwaan, rescued by IJM and returned to her family. 
Namwaan was tricked into thinking she would be 
given a job, then forced into prostitution.
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modern-day slavery. 
Child labor appears to be a major market in 

that category. According to the International Labor 
Organization, millions of children between 5 and 
17, are involved in drugs, illegal arms and other 
debt bondage activities. Victims are forced to do 
live sex-shows, pornography and engaging in sex-
for-pay. They are also forced to work in sweatshop 
factories or to do agricultural tasks. 

In the United States, street prostitution and 
forced labor are prevalent. Prostitution is particularly 
rampant among people of color. And in the black 
community, numbers are staggering, especially 
among youth. According to the latest FBI data on 
crime, black teenagers account for 55 percent of all 
prostitution-related cases for people 18 years old 
and younger. 

Lee gives another startling revelation on this 
problem. “At least 40 percent of the prostitutes 
are male,” Lee said. “But they often work in escort 
services or on the Internet. They are less visible 
today than in years past because of gang domination 
on the streets. In the 1990s gang members charged 
the boys rent to work on the streets. I have recently 
been told by many transgenders that a majority of 
their male customers are gang members.”

Forced prostitution isn’t limited to just youth. 
Just last year, the Department of Justice busted 31 
Korean nationals in a sting operation covering a 
large prostitution ring, operating in the northeastern 
part of the United States. 

The human trafficking case involved Korean 
women wanting to come to the United States to work 
to support their families. But because the cost to get 
them smuggled into America became exorbitantly 
high, the women were forced to work at Korean-
owned brothels from Washington, D.C. to Rhode 
Island to erase their debts, according to a statement 
released by the Dept. of Justice. 

In recent years, law enforcement has become 
more aggressive in addressing the human trafficking 
problem in the United States. The FBI has at least 

39 Human Trafficking groups around the country, 
and has passed several initiatives to try to combat 
the growing illegal activities around sex exploitation 
and forced labor. 

Three years ago, the FBI launched the 
National Hispanic Sex Trafficking Initiative to halt 
sex traffickers from bringing women from Mexico 
and South Central America. It was also in that year 
that the FBI partnered with Homeland Security, the 
Attorney General’s office and the Secretary of State 
to form the Smuggling Trafficking Center.

The federal government in the United States has 
poured in millions of dollars to try to lick the human 
trafficking problem. However, America didn’t fully 
comprehend the scope and magnitude of human 
trafficking until 2000 when the Trafficking Victims 
Protection Act (TVPA) was created to protect victims 
of human trafficking to and prosecute perpetrators 
of the crime. Then, people became more aware of 
the prevalence of trafficking.

In order to help eradicate human trafficking, 
Global Woman Magazine has partnered with IJM. 
They will take us to countries around the world 
where they find abuse and victimization, execute 
raids to free women, and children, and work to 
put criminals behind bars, and bring us stories of 
restoration from around the globe. 

Remember - your goal as a global citizen should 
not be that of a bystander, but as an involved citizen, 
aware of, and advocating for the rights of other 
human beings. Living free and unhindered is a right 
that many others, unfairly, do not get to enjoy. There 
are people, who kidnap wives, mothers, daughters, 
husbands and sons. Some of these children are as 
young as six years old. These individuals do this for 
the sole purpose of intimidating and violating the 
natural right of human beings to live free and pursue 
happiness. We need to put an end to this. Look for 
the next installment of Human Trafficking: Part 2, in 
our Winter issue, where we will focus on trafficking 
in East Asia.  GW  

* Names changed to protect individuals.
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In the small village of Sekou in Mali (West 
Africa), a baby girl is born. Her life journey begins 
with the naming ceremony a week after her birth, 
followed by the genital mutilation ceremony two 
weeks after. These traditions have existed from 
time immemorial. Barely two weeks old, her 
grandmother will take Amina to the metal worker 
“healer” charged with the brutal task of performing 
the Female Genital Mutilation (FGM) intervention.

FGM (commonly called female “circumcision”) 
has been practiced in Africa for many centuries. 
Young girls are submitted to this intervention, which 
can be performed in different ways depending on 
the country and culture. In Middle Eastern and 
some African countries, the “sunna circumcision” 
is practiced; it consists of the removal of the clitoral 
prepuce and the tip of the clitoris. However, in 
some countries in West Africa, the excision or 
clitoridectomy is more readily performed on young 
girls and infant girls; in this case the entire clitoris with 
the adjacent parts of the labia minor are removed. 
Sometimes all of the external genitals are removed 
with the exception of parts of the labia majora; 
additional cuts are made to enlarge the opening of 
the vagina “for easy childbirth,” as it is erroneously 
said. In the infibulations or pharaonic circumcision, 
the entire clitoris and the labia minora are cut away 
and the two sides of the labia majora are partially 
sliced off or scraped raw and then sewn together. 
The goal of this operation is to obliterate the entrance 
of the vagina leaving a small opening for urination 
and menstruation. The girl’s legs are tied for several 
weeks until the wound heals. Although no deaths 

due to any of these atrocious procedures have been 
officially recorded, one can only imagine the long 
term psychological consequences inflicted on these 
young girls: suicide, post traumatic syndrome, 
severe depression, and reduced libido.

The world’s outrage at these practices has 
taken various forms, and several organizations are 
beginning to address the issue. Some villages in 
Gambia and Southern Senegal recently held a public 
event that featured witness’ accounts, theatre pieces 
and dance performances. The Coptic Evangelical 
Association for Social Services in Egypt fills us with 
hope with its success in eradicating the practice one 
village at a time. So far the only meaningful public 

Female Genital Mutilation
By Soukeyna Boye
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action has come from women in Somalia. The most 
popular spokesperson from Somalia, Waris Dirie, 
described in her compelling autobiography, Desert 
Flower, her personal experience in being subjected 
to the procedure at age 13: “The prevailing wisdom 
in Somalia is that there are bad things between a girl’s 
legs.” Now the ambassador for the United Nations 
Population Fund, she is joined in her struggle by a 
number of other international agencies and non-
governmental organizations such as the World 
Health Organization, the National Commission 
for Population and Development in Egypt, and the 
United Nations Children’s Fund. 

Traditionally, however, in cultures that 
practice FGM, women remain submissive, fearful 
of being ostracized by their family as well as by 
their community. The subject is not even discussed 
among them, other than to ask: “did you circumcise 
your daughter yet,” as circumcision is considered a 
rite of passage, which marks women’s acceptance 

into adult society. Often the rationale for this ritual 
is of religious nature, and although the patriarchal 
Muslim religion does not condone the practice, a 
woman is deemed unclean and “wild” until she has 
undergone the procedure. Culturally it is said that it 
helps women control their sexual desire until they 
are ready for marriage.

It is difficult to bring about change. One reason 
is female illiteracy, which allows women to believe 
that FGM is practiced all over the world. The reason 
not often mentioned, however, is the tradition 
of power and privilege that men retain. It would 
therefore only make sense that more enlightened 
men reach out to their African counterparts and 
teach them about the biological and sexual facts 
of FGM. Their public outrage would greatly impact 
societies that are still practicing this archaic ritual.

As long as only women address the issue, 
significant change throughout the world is not likely 
to be achieved in the foreseeable future.  GW  

Female Genital Mutilation
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“Education as a Platform for Peace” gives me 
hope, commitment and determination in my work. 
It inspires me because of the long-term support 
that the initiative will provide for the education 
of the children and youth in West Africa. What is 
unique here is that I am an active participant in the 
shaping of the programs to be implemented. It’s not 
that often that people who implement programs are 
given the opportunity to engage in the developing 
of the programs as they pertain to the many needs 
of members of communities and a region.”

~ Anonymous International Rescue Committee 
(IRC) Legacy Project staff member

“Ellen, she’s our man!” ~ Campaign slogan for 
Ellen Johnson Sirleaf.

“Legacy encourages creative thinking and 
inspires my work. It challenges me to think differently 
in a positive direction. I can look to the Ivory Coast 
to borrow ideas that have been successful there!” 
~ Zinnah Kamah Senior Manager of the IRC 

Educational Opportunities Program in Liberia
In the fall of 2005, I traveled to Africa to 

experience the aftermath of the Rwandan genocide. 
It was so apparent that women were a major force 
in rebuilding the country. 

That same week, my husband, Peter, attended 
the first Clinton Global Initiative (CGI) in New 
York. CGI “brings together global leaders to devise 
and implement innovative solutions to the world’s 
most pressing challenges.” On the phone across 
continents, we compared what we were learning 
– he at the conference in New York and me in the 
urban and rural areas of Rwanda.

“I heard a lecture today about empowering 
women and girls and the ripple effects of doing so,” 
my husband reported. I was meeting teenage girls 
in rural Rwanda who were heads of households 
(including a 17-year old village chief) caring for 
sometimes five children alone in simple grass huts 
badly in need of roofs. These girls had so many 
challenges, so much responsibility, and hadn’t 

Cover Story

By Jennifer Buffett, Co-Chair, The NoVo Foundation

Jennifer and Peter Buffett 
with Liberian children.
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grown up yet themselves. What 
could their futures look like, I 
wondered? That depended on 
so many factors.

A year and a half later, my 
father-in-law, Warren Buffett, 
made an historic gift to the 
world, to the Bill and Melinda 
Gates Foundation, and to the 
three foundations headed by his children. We now 
had the resources and the responsibility to do some 
big things globally. Peter and I geared up the NoVo 
Foundation and hired a small team to help us think 
strategically. We needed to take some time to refine 
the mission, strategies, and granting guidelines for 
the foundation. 

What is happening in light of fast-changing 
social, economic, political, and technological 
landscapes? How could we learn from the mistakes 
that had been made in the field and from other 
philanthropist and foundation approaches? How 
could we really be supportive in the world rather 
than act like “philanthropic colonialists?” We didn’t 
want to tell people what to do, but rather sought 
to be an organization that cultivates wisdom from 
the grass roots, listens and empowers, and supports 
people who are identifying their own problems 
and creative solutions. And we wanted to work 
systemically.

How could we make investments rather than 
grants? Who would our partners be? How does 
change happen and who might we empower, and 
where? We had many more big questions with no 
easy answers. As we worked on these tasks and our 
internal processes, an opportunity came knocking. 

Gene Sperling from the Council on Foreign 
Relations had given the presentation that my husband 
Peter had heard at CGI about the importance of 
educating girls in developing countries, and he 
had published respected papers on Universal Basic 
Education. We asked to meet with him to learn more 
about global girls education, and he brought along 
the International Rescue Committee (IRC).

We hadn’t heard much about 
the IRC before this meeting, and 
we had no expectations that this 
conversation would lead to any 
clear commitments on our part. 
But a few months later, NoVo 
found it championing a five-year 
$15million commitment to an 
education initiative in four West 

African countries. The project was named by the 
West African educators who helped create it as 
“Legacy: Education as a Platform for Peace.” 

There are more than 18 million children under 
age 18 in the four countries of Liberia, Sierra Leone, 
Guinea, and Ivory Coast – children who have spent 
most of their lives in the midst of wars that began 17 
years ago in Liberia and continued in one country 
or another until 2003. 

Many girls and young women in the region 
have never been to school. Girls are often forced to 
exchange sex for services and many are victims of 
gender-based violence. During the war, both boys 
and girls were at risk of being recruited into fighting 
forces. Seventy percent of the population of Liberia 
was illiterate. Food was scarce, the water was not 
safe to drink, and there were limited sanitation 
facilities or none at all. For those fortunate enough 
to have schooling, there were always many barriers 
– school fees, uniforms, supplies, and the active 
market for child labor. 

In our discussion with the IRC, we agreed that 
funding girl’s education is of critical importance, 
but the IRC underscored the importance of 
understanding the cultural and practical context. 
After learning about the IRC’s work all over the 
world, we came to appreciate how West Africa 
was in great danger of falling back into war if hope 
couldn’t be offered for its people. 

The IRC enjoyed a healthy track record of 
operating schools in refugee settings in all four 
countries. They were greatly aware of the needs and 
gaps that could lead to a return to fighting. They 
told us that funding the delicate period between 
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conflict and development were the most important 
– yet the most difficult - to secure because, in their 
experience, peace hangs on the belief that people’s 
situations will improve. 

But the people of West Africa had “conflict 
fatigue.” They wanted peace desperately, and they 
wanted to rebuild their lives. They valued education, 
saw it as the way out, and were asking for help. If 
we were interested in supporting girls, these were 
people who really needed our support. 

Before the wars, many Liberians considered 
their country to be the 51st United State. Their 
constitution had been written at Harvard and their 
government and education systems modeled after 
the U.S. curriculum.

Liberia means, “Land of the Free” and was 
founded as an independent nation with support 
of the American government for free-born and 
formerly enslaved African Americans. Since 1989, 
it witnessed two civil wars, the First Liberian Civil 
War (1989–1996), and the Second Liberian Civil 
War (1999–2003). These wars displaced hundreds 
of thousands of people and destroyed the country’s 
economy. The U.S., unfortunately, did not come to 
the rescue.

Recently, Ellen Johnson Sirleaf was voted in 
as Africa’s first woman President. Were women 
taking back the country? Might this become a place 
where boys and girls and women and men could 
work together towards peace, stability, and more 
abundant lives? 

The IRC convinced us that we needed to see 
for ourselves what the region was like.

In February 2007, Peter and I traveled with 
NoVo’s executive director to Monrovia, landing after 
sundown on a runway lit by less than a dozen lights 
in a city of a million people that was cloaked in 
darkness. We traveled on an unlit road to a simple, 
gated hotel. Streams of people walked along the 
road in absolute darkness. I felt like we had been 
thrust back in time 100 years.

When we awoke in the morning, I was struck 
by the remnants of the paradise this place must have 

been – the lush palm and mango trees, tropical 
beaches and pastel sea juxtaposed with garbage so 
ubiquitous that no one paid notice to it. Children 
kicked soccer balls over vacant lots next to bombed-
out buildings and the twisted remains of cars. 

There was no infrastructure to speak of. Power 
lines swayed from poles. People swarmed the 
streets, carrying water and trading food items, trying 
to survive and patch together a living. I couldn’t 
imagine what would happen when the rainy season 
came. I doubted we’d be able to drive on these 
roads. 

During a week in Liberia and Sierra Leone, 
we visited vocational training facilities teaching 
teenagers still separated from their families how to 
develop trades and open their own small businesses. 
We visited primary and secondary schools in urban 
and rural villages. We spent time with former child 
soldiers now enrolled in a car repair program; 
not surprisingly, each was afraid to admit to the 
unfortunate roles the war had thrust upon them. 

We visited a vocational school where 50,000 
refugees had once camped in the back yard. Now 
boys and girls were learning to become carpenters, 
electricians, graphic designers and plumbers. We 
interviewed a young woman who had just built an 
electrical grid and applauded as she flicked the lights 
on. She had spent that last several years selling cold 
water in a neighboring red light district. The IRC had 
paid to send her to this vocational school, and when 
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asked about her personal hopes for life,her face lit up and 
she said, “Greater achievement… I am learning now!”

It was abundantly clear to me that these young people 
were the future of Liberia – the ones who would physically 
and spiritually rebuild the country.

From Liberia we drove to Sierra Leone and met 
children who were not in school. We visited a diamond 
mine where men and boys sifted all day for small pieces of 
rough diamonds in knee-deep pools under a scorching sun 
in exchange for food and the equivalent of 50 US cents for 
every one-carat diamond they found.

We visited a distance learning program, for teacher 
training where ONE simple copy machine made hundreds 
of copies of curriculum handbooks that would be sent 
country-wide to teach a variety of basic and useful skills. 
To the aspiring teachers we met, these books were like 
gold, and they were passionate about this enterprise. They 
apologized for the state of their country and assured us that 
things hadn’t always been this way.

We visited a refugee camp – mostly cleared out due 
to a cut-off in United Nations services. Neat mud and 
grass huts, sat alongside cinder block buildings housing 
orderly classrooms for a variety of grade levels. But still, 
we witnessed remnants of an antiquated school system 
where children repeated rote, endless verses–even at the 
young age of 3 years old. “But at least these children are 
safe, and that is an improvement,” we were told. “This is a 
place where we can start to improve things. We can foster 
a better, more engaged way of teaching and learning, more 
developmentally and age- appropriate materials”, an IRC 
staff member tells us.

Lastly, we visited a gender based violence center 
called “Rainbo.” A chart on the wall showed that girls 11 
to 15 encounter the highest incidence of rape in Freetown, 
Sierra Leone. FGM (female genital mutilation) affects 95% 
of the girls and women in the country. This is a cultural 
norm. We heard first hand accounts of how FGM is 
performed on girls 10 years and younger. A little girl in a 
frilly, pastel green party dress walked cautiously into the 
Center with her mother. She had been raped and was in for 
counseling and to be examined. My heart broke as I looked 
at the sadness and shock in her face.

The need for more Rainbo centers in Sierra Leone 
was great. But progress was being made and police were 
now working in concert with this Center. Education about 
gender based violence is so important so that females can 
truly be safe. 

NoVo’s grant for the IRC’s “Legacy: Education as 
a Platform for Peace” was designed to provide on-the-
ground services –- everything from teacher training to 
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school construction to 
vocational training –- 
laying the foundation for 
sustainable education 
and peace in West Africa, 
with a focus on both rural 
and urban areas. 

 In our discussions with the IRC, we agreed 
that this project would be unique. We all were 
interested in making sure that the plans for schools, 
curriculum, training and administration would be 
based on sound assessments and needs in the region 
and that there was enough time for planning with 
all stakeholders at the table. Parents and teachers 
would be asked what they needed. How could a 
solid based education system be rebuilt and built 
better than before? 

The assessments and design for the programs 
needed to come from the people of West Africa, and 
they needed to be able to be tested, adjusted, and 
improved upon. Learning could be shared and a 
spirit of cooperation developed. 

West Africans agreed. What was going to 
be taught needed to be relevant and valuable to 
rebuilding lives and the region. Schools needed to 
be nurturing and safe. Barriers had to be addressed. 
“Healing classrooms” became a theme of the new 
evolving program. 

How could we make sure that what children 
were learning was relevant to them? How could 
this grant spur innovation? Creativity? We learned 
that it is very much the “IRC way” to help support 
the people in a place to become invested in their 
projects so that they own their work and progress. 
Ultimately, the IRC saw its role as catalyst and 
stressed that the people of West Africa will need to 
support the education system on their own when 
the governments were back on their feet.

We saw for ourselves how every sector of 
society is connected. Funding girls was just a 
slice of the pie. The people of the region wanted 
healing classrooms, nurturing teachers who were 

fully trained and paid 
for their efforts, and safe 
learning environments. 
They wanted the same 
opportunities for a better 
future that we enjoy in 

the developed world.
We engaged ourselves fully in listening to the 

voices on the ground, to the people of a place who 
have lived through disaster and continue to maintain 
themselves in complex environments. If you ask 
people what they need, they will tell you -- and most 
do know how to solve their own problems. Peter 
and I yearned to tap into the knowledge, wisdom, 
and ingenuity of West Africans and to support that 
while allowing for flexibility. 

The NoVo Foundation will maintain a strong 
focus on girls through the IRC grant, but most 
importantly, we will work within the context of the 
systems in which girls live. The cultural realities 
in post-conflict West Africa are being dealt with 
creatively and in ways that work for the people there. 
Had we just funded building schools for girls, I don’t 
think we’d have gotten very far or accomplished as 
much promise as the Legacy initiative holds for the 
future. 

The Legacy initiative is a great example of a 
project that embodies many of the principles that 
are also informing this next phase of the NoVo 
Foundation’s development. We hope that that we 
are seeding an approach that nurtures real, systemic 
and lasting change. This is only the beginning.  GW  

For more information:
The International Rescue Committee – www.

irc.org * Over the years, IRC has worked with 
approximately 300,000 children and young people 
in West Africa and currently supports education 
through work in almost 100 schools and refugee 
camps.

See also the great work of LET, the Liberian 
Education Trust - www.liberianeducationtrust.org
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Schools across South Africa, encouraged 
by the Department of Agriculture and other green 
organisations, are growing food gardens. With 
problems like poverty, malnutrition and the HIV 
pandemic a daily reality, a small patch of greenery 
can become an oasis of hope within a community. 

In the Tsitsikamma, with its lush subtropical 
forests fringing the Indian Ocean, a group of rural 
primary schools are taking action to preserve their 
environment. Lack of resources has not held teachers 
back. Since they formed an environmental education 
network in 2002 and strengthened their links with 
South African National Parks, ideas have blossomed 
into flourishing projects. This year they focused on 
greening their school grounds. 

A total of nine primary schools signed up 
for permaculture gardening workshops involving 
teachers, youth and elders. Organised and funded 
by Tsitsikamma National Park, the training provided 
a special blend of theory and practice for creating 
sustainable food gardens. Permaculture is a holistic 
approach to garden design originally developed by 
Australian Bill Mollison that now, like the tendrils of a 
persistent creeper, covers soils worldwide. 

At Kareedouw Primary, a bustling school tucked 
behind the mountains where each classroom bursts 
with as many as sixty learners, a group of teachers 
rolled up their sleeves and put on their old shoes. 
These nine women and one man from the surrounding 
areas shared a curiosity about gardening and a desire 
to motivate their schools to work with the earth. 

The course facilitator, Alex Kruger, shot in like a 
fiery comet each day spurting out rays of information, 
practical tips and engaging anecdotes. She encouraged 
teachers to examine the school grounds by taking 
measurements and listing plants and trees already 
growing there. Their results revealed mind-boggling 
figures, like the millions of litres of precious water 
running off the schools roofs each year that could 
be harvested in rain tanks. Teachers were brimming 

with questions about plants and vegetables and there 
were lively discussions about natural remedies. Some 
women brought in cuttings of their favourite medicinal 
herbs to share.

Like earth priestesses they connected with the 
elements: discussing the wind’s direction, the sun’s 
seasonal movements and the way water flowed along 
the slopes. A garden was then laid out to harness these 
forces with methods like arranging beds in half moon 
curves to channel water. Slowly a clearer picture 
formed about how school gardens could become 
permanent and organic. Compost and companion-
planting instead of fertilisers, insect predators in place 
of poisons and mulching with straw to stifle weeds 
and keep the soil moist. 

When Alex introduced the “three sisters”, there 
were many nods of recognition. Maize, beans and 
pumpkin are grown together in traditional gardens 
worldwide. The beans climb up the maize stalks, 
enriching the soil with nitrogen, while pumpkin 
plants cover the ground to prevent erosion, their 
spiky leaves keeping animals away from the harvest. 
Some of the teachers remembered grandparents and 
other elders gardening this way in the rural areas. The 
wisdom of indigenous ways of planting was slowly 

By Eve Cunard
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being polished and replaced in the 
centre of the table. 

And then the real work began, 
in that dusty town of matchbox 
houses where cheeky dogs lounged 
in the roads and yards overflowed 
with vivid washing hanging out to 
dry. There the building of a garden 
became a festivity. A group of women 
collected rocks for the borders of 
the vegetable beds, searching for 
the biggest, flattest stones we could 
carry. Thandi Williams propped 
a monstrous chunk of rock onto her head, like an 
umbrella shading her curvaceous form from the sun 
and carried it gracefully to the vehicle. The others 
heaved clumsily, while curious men passed by offering 
comments in various languages. When we returned 
to the school, children of all sizes morphed out of the 
fences, swarming like nifty ants to transport the rocks 
to the garden. Even a tiny toddler girl, straight out of 
crèche, wrestled with a heavy rock until she cradled 
it proudly, wanting to help too. 

Working the land must be one of the most 
unifying activities a group of people can do. Somehow, 
as the process unfolded, everyone, not just the core 
group, started to drift towards the garden, like fish 
being drawn in on a line. An audience gathered to 
watch Jan Swartz, an elder in his 70’s, get to work 
felling a huge invasive tree with a hand axe. Like a 
woodcutter of the days when elephants roamed the 
nearby forests. Suddenly tough teenage boys wanted 
to flex their muscles to swing at it too. Neighbours 
stood around the school fence ogling; the green circus 
had come to town. 

Ladies who had never done a day of gardening 
muddied their shoes. Meanwhile the old hands 
grabbed tools to join the wonderful army guiding its 
own motion. It was an autonomous mission to dig 
paths and lay out beds, bordered by rocks placed 
carefully like puzzle pieces. All this to a multilingual 
babble of chatting as rows of shrubs and herbs were 

planted and finally little vegetable seedlings peeped 
out like swaddled babies from blankets of straw 
mulch. Bursting with pride after planting saplings, 
teacher Nicolene Kapank declared “These trees are 
mine; they say N.K. all over them”.

Inspired teachers shared ideas for lessons for 
different subjects that would make the garden their 
central focus. It became clear that as well as gardening 
skills, children could learn maths, sciences, nutrition, 
arts and culture and technology in this outdoor 
classroom. By the end of the four days it felt like a small 
miracle had occurred. An area of patchy grass was 
transformed into a fertile garden, to be nurtured and fed 
with the hope of a nourishing harvest for the learners. 
The teachers returned to their schools and homes with 
promises of many more permaculture gardens sprouting 
in the surrounding communities.  GW  
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By Rasha Mohamed

I had earned a degree in psychology from a 
university in Greensboro, North Carolina. During 
my four years of undergraduate studies, it would 
have been helpful to me if I had applied some of the 
knowledge learned in my psychology classes. It was 
August 2000, my first year of graduate school. I was 
working and trying to make it. I had a bright future. 
I thought. I could accomplish anything if I just set 
my mind to it. 

It was a few weeks into my first semester when 
I met him; he was a familiar face - a friend of a 
friend. I remembered him from high school. He 
was a year behind me in school so I didn’t know 
him that well. Our paths crossed once again at a 
party downtown. I was out with my cousin who was 
visiting from out of town. I reluctantly didn’t want 
to go out, so I chose a nearby bar and that’s where I 
saw that familiar face again. I felt comfortable seeing 
him again. I thought that he would be someone easy 
to talk to. By the time my cousin and I were leaving, 
he asked for my telephone number and in the midst 
of the jokes and a few too many drinks, I gave it 
to him. From that night forward we talked on the 
phone almost every day. He started coming over to 
my place at first during the week for a few hours 
which quickly turned into overnights. Overnights 
turned into weekend visits and before I knew, he 
had pretty much become my live-in boyfriend.

I thought it was a special relationship that we 
were so inseparable. We had a lot in common at the 
time. We both enjoyed each others company and 
were physically attracted to one another. He gave 
me so much attention and affection. I never thought 
that someone could be so attentive and loving and 

I was hooked. Every dinner and every outing was 
planned around me and what I wanted. That was a 
big change for me. I can’t say that I had ever been 
treated that way before, not even within my own 
family. He had a way of making me feel like I was 
the only woman in the world, the most important 
thing to him. I thought he was in love with me so 
I decided to give the relationship a chance. Soon 
after I “gave in” and decided to be his No. 1 girl, 
he hurt me. One evening we were getting ready 
to go to dinner as he sat on the corner of my bed 
in my bedroom. I was in the bathroom doing my 
hair. He asked me what I wanted for dinner as I 
yelled back into the room, “I can’t hear you”. That 
dialogue went on for a few minutes, then all of a 
sudden he comes storming into the bathroom, grabs 
me by my throat and squeezes it tightly. I was in 
total shock. I dropped everything that was in my 
hands and began struggling to release his hold. I 
tried to grab his hands, but he was too strong. Then I 
started seeing stars and everything was getting dark. 
I thought I was going to die and I didn’t even see it 
coming. That is when he let go. I fell to the floor and 
started crying and taking in all the air I could. He 
just simply walked away like nothing happened. I 
didn’t leave him! I was so hurt and confused. How 
could someone I loved so much hurt me that way? 
I wanted to work things out, to find out why he lost 
control and snapped like that.

In spending so much time with one another, in 
November 2000, I became pregnant. We had only 
dated a few months. I really didn’t know what to do. 
I had so many variables and things now to take into 
consideration. I was terrified because I was having 
a hard enough time trying to take care of me. How 
in the world could I care for a baby? So, without 
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hesitation, I decided to tell him I thought I could be 
pregnant. His response to the news was shocking, 
yet he was very supportive. My decision to keep the 
baby wasn’t based totally on him, but he did play a 
role in it. He wanted a chance to have a family even 
at a young age, while I still carried a lot of guilt for 
terminating a pregnancy in high school. I realized 
I was no longer sixteen years of age. I needed to 
take responsibility for my actions and then he asked 
me to marry him. I told my family that we were 
getting married and my father flipped out. He told 
me that I was a disgrace to the family and that I 
was better off dead. I was daddy’s baby girl. How 
hurtful were those words to me. I still remember 
that conversation; those words still ring in my ears 
sometimes today. I had never felt so unloved and 
unwanted in my entire life. My father went on and 

Rasha Mohamed

on about how back home I would be, “taken care 
of”, “killed” for the decisions I made. A Muslim girl 
would never get pregnant by a Christian boy nor 
would she marry him. My way of trying to do the 
right thing backfired. According to my family I was 
going straight to hell and taking my unborn child 
with me. 

I was shunned by my family and totally alone 
with the exception of my close friends. That’s when 
the isolation with my partner began. Now there was 
nothing in his way to have total power and control 
over me. Nothing could have prepared me for what 
I would endure over the next three years. The abuse 
escalated. Although he never choked me again, but 
he would consistently put me down with derogatory 
verbal abuse. Nothing I did was right or good enough 
for him. Now I was labeled and branded lazy and 
stupid. My pregnancy was an inconvenience to 
him. My pregnancy sickness was an interruption to 
his schedule. I was not a church going woman, but 
we went to church every Sunday and I eventually 
was demanded to become a member at his church. 
His pastor told him that if he didn’t marry me then 
he could no longer be a minister in training at that 
church. Status and acceptance was a priority to him. 
He was looking for an identity, a title that would 
make people take notice and respect him. In April 
2001, we married and in August 2001 our son was 
born. He was a beautiful and healthy baby. The 
meaning of his name is, “God with us”. 

We had a very rocky marriage. Bills were not 
paid on time, although he worked all of the time, we 
never had any money. He liked having money, but 
had no concept of how to handle it. By the time our 
son was ten months old my husband had already 
walked out of our lives a couple of times. When he 
did return to our household, he used the threat of 
leaving us and never coming back to control me. 
By then I didn’t think I could do anything without 
him. My identity and self-esteem had been totally 
demolished.
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He controlled everything, from the clothes I 
wore, the music I listened to, our weekend plans. 
I didn’t do anything or go anywhere without his 
permission. If I did anything that he didn’t approve 
of, the repercussions would be severe. I was no 
longer the love of his life, but his prize possession. I 
decided to leave him when the focus of the violence 
moved from me to our son. It didn’t matter anymore 
what he did to me, but I wasn’t going to let him 
destroy our son. So with the help of two guardian 
angles from an organization called, Encouragement 
Ministry (EM), I made my exodus. 

My separation process wasn’t easy as he 
stalked me. He didn’t want to let the relationship 
go and I was still terrified of him. I knew what he 
was capable of, as fear creeped into my dreams. I 
had nightmares of him trying to kill me and my son. 
When I would pick up my son from daycare, on the 
way I would pray that his father didn’t get there before 
me. He knew that I would do anything he wanted if 
he had my son in his possession. As time went on, 
with the help of my mentors and mediators, he had 
supervised visitation sometimes with me present and 
sometimes with just he and our son. During those 
times that I was in his presence, he used it to harass 
and manipulate me without much success. One time 
while my mentors were paying me a home visit, he 
had come to my home unannounced while I had a 
restraining order in place. He was communicating 
threats to kill me and I had him arrested. All of this 
occurred while our son was playing in his room and 
my mentors standing in the background listening. 
As time went on things got better. The strain of his 
stalking and verbal abuse ceased as he sought to 

seek help through EM to control his violence. Our 
divorce was final on August 20, 2004. It was the 
happiest day of my life! 

Since then, my focus has been on creating a 
good life for my son and me. The abuse that my son 
had to endure over the first three years of his life has 
not been pleasant. Even before his birth, his father 
would punch me in my stomach during his out- of- 
control moments. But, with lots of love, patience 
and understanding, and continued mentorship we 
both are doing well four years later. My son is in 
kindergarten now and has adjusted to life without 
violence at home. He is no longer afraid of loud 
noises or any unexpected movements and has 
developed into a very loveable and well-adjusted 
little boy who loves swimming and basketball. 
Living this new life is a daily process. The process 
of starting over again has not been an easy one. But 
it certainly has its benefits. With a lot of hard work, 
I have now become an independent woman who is 
free of domestic violence. I am planning on going 
back to school to finish my master’s degree. We 
are living in a beautiful home that is peaceful and 
full of love and I work full-time. For the most part, 
the damage that was done to us has been erased. 
However, working towards living violence-free is 
something that I do like showering every morning. 
I now know life is about the choices we make. It 
is not something that just happens to us, we have 
to work at it. My mentor tells me all the time that 
faith plus hard work always equals success. I have 
pledged that from my own personal experience I 
will help other women and men learn that domestic 
violence is not acceptable in one’s life.  GW  

“With a lot of hard work, I have now become an independent 
woman who is free of domestic violence.”
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Y o u ’ v e 
heard the horror 
stories. You’ve 
read the statistics. 
Still, you don’t 
think identity 
theft can happen 
to you. Well, it 
can. 

I d e n t i t y 
theft is the fastest-
growing crime in  
America. It 
occurs when a  
criminal uses  
a n o t h e r 

individual’s personal information to take on that 
person’s identity. While we generally think of the 
criminal who steals someone else’s information to 
obtain credit, the popularity of the internet had taken 
the crime of identity theft far beyond that.

Mari Frank, attorney, privacy expert, and the 
author of From Victim to Victor: A Step-by-Step 
Guide for Ending the Nightmare of Identity Theft, 
warns women in particular to be cognizant of 
cyberspace identity theft. 

“Younger people who are growing up in the 
information are more oblivious to privacy issues,” 
Franks says. “They’re so excited about making that 
peer-to-peer connection on websites like MySpace, 
FaceBook and other social networking groups that 
they just don’t get it. They’re not cognizant of the 
fact that there’s a lot of deception on the internet 
and that it can be dangerous.”

She recounts the case of a New York woman 
who began receiving unwanted telephone calls and 
visits to her Manhattan apartment from men she 
didn’t know. As it turns out, someone had posted 
the woman’s name, address and telephone number 
on a popular social networking website, stating that 
she was basically hot to trot. 

 Initially, the police said there was nothing 
they could do and the website refused to disclose 
information about the individual who posted the 
information. It wasn’t until Frank stepped in and 
helped bring national media attention to the case 
that the police finally got involved. The woman later 
found out that a high school classmate – a woman 
she didn’t even know very well – had posted the 
information on the internet.

“If you’re putting up things on a website, 
you should keep it professional and don’t give out 
personal information,” Frank advises. “When you put 
up personal information, you’re exposing yourself to 
a great risk and you’re making yourself vulnerable. 
This is the worldwide web. You never know what 
someone may be doing with your information. 
Especially in some countries where they don’t like 
the idea that women are free. There’s all kind of 
weird stuff going on.”

As with the case of the New York woman, once 
someone steals your identity it can be difficult to 
unravel from the aftermath. These days, criminals are 
doing more than just running up massive amounts of 
credit card debt. There have been reports of people 
giving police the identity of someone else when they 
are arrested and obtaining employment in another 
person’s name. Hence, you could be saddled with 

PROTECT YOuRSElf 
from IdentIty theft

Pamela Samuels Young
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a criminal record or be obligated to pay taxes on 
income you never received.

Whether you’ve been a victim or want to make 
sure you don’t become one in the future, here are 
five helpful tips concerning identity theft:

1.  notIfy your CredItors 
and ContaCt the CredIt 
reportIng agenCIes 
ImmedIately.

If you believe you are a victim of identity theft, 
contact each of your creditors and notify all three 
credit reporting agencies (Equifax, Experian, 
Transunion) right away. You should also request a 
fraud alert on your credit report, which will require 
creditors to call you before opening an account 
in your name. If you have been victimized, some 
states also allow you to place a “security freeze” 
on your credit report, which prevents anyone 
from even accessing your credit file for any reason 
without your express authorization. 

2.  fIle an IdentIfy theft 
report 

Reporting the crime to your local police or 
sheriff’s office is a must. You will need the report to 
prove to creditors, law enforcement and others that 
you are the victim and not the criminal. You should 
make several copies of the police report and keep it 
with you at all times.

3.  monItor your CredIt  
report re gularly 

Under federal law, you are entitled to one free 
credit report every year whether or not you have 
been a victim of identify theft. You can also sign up 
for services that cost as little as $10 a month that 
will allow you to access your credit report any time 
you want. Monitor your report regularly, even if you 
have a fraud alert in place, because some creditors 
don’t pay attention to the alerts even though they 

are required to by law. Act right away if you notice 
fraudulent activity. You could end up being liable 
for the charges if you don’t report the fraud to your 
creditor in a timely fashion. 

4. Keep good reCords
Keep accurate records of all of your financial 

information. This includes creditors, banks, 
brokerage accounts, employment information, 
etc. If you lose your purse or wallet or learn that 
someone has stolen your identity, you should have 
an organized list of all of your creditors, including 
their contact information, so that you can notify 
them immediately. 

5.  proteCt your personal 
InformatIon

Be careful about publicizing your personal 
information. And remember, your personal 
information is not just your Social Security number. 
For example, your birth date and your mother’s 
maiden name are two pieces of information that can 
be a gold mine in the hands of a criminal. Be mindful 
of the information that you reveal about yourself 
in public places like MySpace.com or even in the 
workplace. Even if your website lists just your birth 
date without the year, other information you reveal, 
such as the year you graduated from high school or 
college could allow a criminal to determine your 
full date of birth. 

For more information about protecting yourself 
from identify theft, visit Mari Frank’s website at 
www.identitytheft.org.  GW  

Pamela Samuels Young is an attorney and author of 

the Essence magazine best-seller, In Firm Pursuit.
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By Angela M. Peabody

When I picked up the book, I Am Happier To 
Know You, I looked forward to finding out why the 
author, a Caucasian American woman chose to move 
to Cairo. She was not in the military, neither was she 
in the Foreign Service. My curiosity drove me to have 
a conversation with the author of I Am Happier To 
Know You, Jeanne Eck.

Raised in Long Island and educated in Vermont, 
Jeanne Eck moved to Washington, D.C., where she 
spent thirty-four years of her life.

 In the fall of 2000, Jeanne took a vacation trip 
to Egypt. She fell in love with the country, which led 
to a major decision of her life. “Before my trip was 
completed, I knew I would relocate there.” Jeanne 
pointed out in her book.

Shocking her family and friends, Jeanne returned 
to the United States and announced her decision to 
move to Egypt. She placed her Washington, D.C. 
home on the market for sale and began her plans of 
relocation. Prior to her decision about Egypt, she had 
considered moving to Rhode Island to write. “God 
and Egypt had other plans for me”, she explained.

Jeanne, a freelance writer, lived on Capital 
Hill in Washington, D.C. and managed her Victorian 
Mansion, turned townhouse. Before she turned fifty, 
she had decided to see Egypt. She felt a special urge 
as though she was called to visit that country.

I wanted to know what the attraction was in 
Egypt that led her to pack up and move there. Jeanne 
said that within hours of arriving in the country, 
she felt like she had arrived home. “I was always 
adventurous as a child.” She felt that Egypt was her 
destiny.

Jeanne did not know the language when she 
first visited Egypt. She was fortunate to have the 
opportunity to interact with several Egyptian tour 
guides who became her friends. She regards it as a 
blessing. I wanted to know how the Egyptian women 
embraced her. “My first friends were Egyptians after 
I arrived there.” She responded without hesitation. 

“Some of the women were intimidated by me, while 
others were curious, apprehensive, kind, generous 
and had the best sense of humor.” She found the 
women to have extreme wisdom.

Four months following Jeanne’s return from her 
vacation to Egypt, she made it her home. She was a 
mother, single, (having divorced earlier) spirited and 
fifty-four years old. Jeanne knew that she was taking 
a huge step at mid-life, but she was driven. She had 
no control over fate.

She wrote in the first chapter of her book that 
she knew she would miss the sound, touch and smell 
of her boys, the love of her family, friends and tenants. 
She further stated that the week prior to the movers’ 
arrival, “I walked through my apartment and inhaled 
the sight of the possessions I most cherished…”

I enjoyed my conversation with Jeanne. She and 
I experienced a connection that does not occur with 
everyone whom I meet. She was relaxed and spoke 
freely. Jeanne considered herself the new version of 
her family. They always knew that she was different. 
She feels that some of her relatives cannot connect 
with her spiritual life.

In the 1990’s, Jeanne’s world exploded and 
fell apart. Someone dear to her was very ill, to 
the extent that the person almost died. She herself 
became very ill, while her marriage fell apart. She 
went through some of the darkest times of her life 
during that decade. She knew that her current way of 
living had to change. She also realized that there was 
something bigger than she. Jeanne decided to turn 
negatives into positives, something that I have always 
endeavored to do in my own life. She said she built a 
garden from soil that was badly in need of nurturing, 
and proceeded to build a garden that bloomed. She 
elaborated on this topic in chapter one of her book, I 
Am Happier To Know You.   

It was March 11, 2001 exactly six months 
before the September 11th attacks that Jeanne arrived 
in Cairo to make it her home. Her adjustment period 
was an adventure in itself. She thought that visits to 
the Washington, D.C.’s Department of Motor Vehicles 
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(DMV) was a challenge, until she encountered the 
local Egyptian government procedures. She received 
a package via Federal Express, but it took a week for 
the package to be delivered to her home after it had 
arrived in Egypt. Having hailed from West Africa, that 
does not surprise me at all. The laid-back and relaxed 
lifestyle is only part of the culture shock that visitors 
and new residents should expect in certain parts of 
the world.

 Jeanne began keeping a journal shortly after 
her arrival in Egypt. Since her family and friends were 
worried about her living in that part of the world, she 
decided to keep a day-to-day account of her life in 
Egypt. She wrote about the people she met, the things 
she did, the culture shock and the lifestyle. She was a 
deeper middle-aged woman who was candid about 
what she felt, and she wanted it documented. Egypt 
highlighted things about herself. She began to write 
about how her life was changing. She knew that she 
wanted to make a difference. From her journal, the 
book was born.

 Jeanne’s book took on a life of its own and did 
not stop until it became a bestseller in Cairo and India. 
I highly recommend the book as great reading material. 
It is easy to read and it will keep you spellbound. It 
is a global book that will make you laugh, cry and 
feel happy. Jeanne told me that she would be open 
to seeing her story on the screen as a movie. I will 
not repeat the review of the book, which was already 
done in Global Woman’s fall 2006 edition.

 The Egyptian Ambassador in Washington, 
D.C. hosted a cultural event for her at the Embassy 
of Egypt. Her favorite thing to do is to connect with 
another human being, one on one. Well, Jeanne 
did experience an extraordinary connection while 
in Egypt with another human being. On April 12, 
2002, she attended a dinner party where other 
Americans were present. Among those Americans 
was a man called Chuck, who asked Jeanne to join 
him in a dance. The dance was magical, and before 
long, Jeanne and Chuck were married. She told me 

Jeanne and husband Chuck

how she had dreamed about what her new husband 
would look like. His description was very vivid in her 
dream. His height, weight, hair color, eye color and 
facial features. Therefore, when she saw Chuck at the 
dinner party for the first time in her life, she had no 
doubt in her mind that he was the man she had seen 
in her dream. “You have to become what you want to 
be to your partner in addition to what you envision 
him to be.” Jeanne pointed out. 

 Chuck, an American Geo-Physicist, who 
determines where to find oil in the world was 
transferred from Egypt to India. After residing in Egypt 
for five years, Jeanne found herself preparing to make 
another country her home. She had moved from her 
home in America to Egypt, and she was now moving 
to India. I asked her if she sometimes feel as though 
life is taking her in a circle. “Life is taking me to where 
I need to go. I still have so much to do.” She paused 
and then continued. “I have gone around the world 
twice. I have enjoyed the adventure of finding out 
why we are brought into this world.” Jeanne told me, 
“We need to understand our differences.” She pointed 
out that Fundamentalist Muslims are not the majority 
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of any one group. “We are in boxes and unless we 
step outside of our boxes and lean outside, we will 
never understand each other.” She continued, “We 
need to stop talking at each other instead of listening 
to each other.” I enjoyed listening to her expel words 
of wisdom to me. “One should live a life of kindness 
and honesty. There is no absolute. Nothing is black 
and white. There is only gray.”

 Jeanne sounds like she has the solution to the 
lack of peace in the world. She explained that when 
Native Americans pray for healing, they do it for 
everyone in the world. She feels blessed to have lived 
in so many parts of the world. She urges people to 
live the truth and find out things for themselves. She 
wants people to consider the possibility of what the 
truth is. She said that our lives are about growing.

 I asked Jeanne about India and how she 
finds life there in comparison to Egypt. “Cairo is 
more modern than Mumbai. My Internet cable was 
connected by a flying kite in Mumbai. It is not true 
that India is the capital of technology.”

 Jeanne is working on a new book, What Is 
Your Good Name? That book is about her experiences 
in Mumbai. Meanwhile, she is busy marketing 
the current book. She knows that her books and 
speeches help people. Jeanne believes in removing 
all borders that separate us. Helping women find 
their life purpose in the world is one of her objectives. 
When asked what advice Jeanne has for young ladies 
aspiring to enter journalism, she replied, “They should 
have the courage to get any job in writing. Find your 
niche.” Finally, I asked her, as a journalist, did she 
have advice for Global Woman Magazine? “I think 
that Global Woman has a great concept. I urge the 
magazine to do more interviews with women who 
are making a difference in the world.”

 Celebrating women who are making a 
difference in the world is precisely why I created 
Global Woman Magazine. It is very little wonder 
why the connection between this woman of a global 
mind and me was dynamic.  GW      

Jeanne and friends (above); Jeanne at market (below)
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Maimah S. Karmo

Some people live life at the halfway mark, 
putting off for tomorrow what they can do today. Some 
sit around and wonder what God, or the Universe has 
in store for them. Others just seize the moment. Based 
on their faith in a Higher Power and their gut instinct, 
telling them to do that thing that they’ve wanted to 
do all their lives, they take bold leaps and create the 
world they always dreamed of. The women featured in 
this article are living 360°, they are whole all the way 
around and fulfilled. We hope that you will find them 
inspiring too!

Kandee G is a most remarkable woman. An 
internationally recognized speaker, life coach and 
author, Kandee’s drive took her from being homeless 
and broke to having her own private jet today. 
Kandee’s journey was long and at times challenging, 
but she never accepted challenges as excuses. She 
grew up in a dysfunctional family. In her early teens, 
things just never seemed to go her way; she was put 
out of her home by her aunt, whom she lived with. 
“This my home, find a place to live”, she was told. 
After being transferred from one home to another, 
Kandee had had it. She moved to Florida and decided 
to create the life she desired. However, at the time, 
young and impressionable, she made fell in with a 
bad crowd and made a few mistakes before realizing 
that she needed to make better decisions. She then 
began studying people, scholars and philosophers 
who were motivational, positive and creating the lives 
they desired. She read tons of books, manuscripts and 
listened to hours of recordings, hungry to absorb as 
much as she could. She began to create a better life 
for herself, but wasn’t quite there yet. She married and 
had a daughter. By 36, she was separated from her 

husband and lost everything going through her divorce. 
While her daughter was sleeping one night, she went 
to the refrigerator to get something to eat and all she 
found was a jar of peanut butter. That was her defining 
moment. She decided then that she would not be a 
victim of life. Kandee looked at the jar of peanut butter 
and instead of railing against the Universe for the lack 
of what she wanted, she thanked God for what she 
had – a jar of peanut butter for herself and breast milk 
for her baby, Katie. She asked God to teach her how to 
love and asked him to use her life. Soon her life began 
to change. She had finally began putting into place all 
the tools and lessons she had learned from the books 
she had read. 

Today, Kandee travels the globe, speaking with 
Les Brown, runs a radio show, a successful business 
and is the author of a bestseller, Now Boarding: Next 
Stop -Your Remarkable Life. Kandee coaches people, 
guiding them as they learn how to transform their lives 
and realize the passion within. She teaches people 
how to “release their imprisoned splendor”. Look for 
more of Kandee G in future issues of Global Woman, 
so you too can learn how to go from peanuts to private 
jets. You can visit her at www.kandeeg.com. 

Tonya Banz is a former United States’ soldier and 
counterintelligence Special Agent. She has a Master’s 
degree in critical race theory and is an Intergroup 
Relations expert. Just five months ago, Tonya was 
working a government job, wondering when she would 
begin living the life she wanted. She wasn’t sure how it 
would work or when she would have enough money 
to start. Through reading and searching, she realized 
that she needed to get out there and create the life 
she wanted. She quit her job as a counterintelligence 
agent and moved to Texas, where she formed her 
organization, Tonya Banz Enterprises, Inc.

Kandee G
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Today, she is creating the life of her dreams 
as the Life Without Limits Expert. She is taking her 
messages of personal safety, intergroup relations, 
and transformation to the world. She has shared her 
transformational process in her book, The 3-Day 
Abundance Challenge (www.abundancechallenge.
com), a step-by-step guide that teaches people how 
to transform their lives and become who they always 
wanted to be. Tonya has reinvented herself many times 
in her quest to actualize her greatness.

Every step of the way has provided her tools 
and insight into ways to eliminate limits and discover 
her inner strength and uniqueness. You will see more 
of Tonya in upcoming issues. Visit her site at www.
tonyabanz.com to learn more about how Tonya is 
sharing her gifts with the world.

 Shaelyn Werner found inspiration from within 
– literally. Pregnant and in dire need of fitted, trendy 
clothing that portrayed pregnancy in a positive way, 
she went to boutiques, malls and searched on-line 
for hip pregnancy clothing. When she didn’t find 
what she wanted, she decided to make them herself. 
Blessence Maternity makes clothing that highlights 
the “wonderfulness” of pregnancy. Although she was 
pregnant with her fifth child, married and busy with 
projects, Shaelyn was determined to achieve her goal. 
After caring for her family of four and her husband, 
she spent hours at night looking for samples and 
manufacturers, and began building her business. No 
matter how challenging it seemed, she was persistent 
in making her dream come true. After months of 
research, she began manufacturing and selling her 
shirts. “I got good responses and received positive 
feedback from her clients. “I wondered why I hadn’t 
done this before!”

Shaelyn manages her business out of her home, 

she inventories, packages and ships out products to 
clients. “I run the business out of the home, which 
works for me with all the children. There are many late 
nights, I work when the kids go to bed.” Her hard work 
has paid off, today, 25-year old Shaelyn outfits the stars. 
She was recently invited to show her products in the 
Boom Boom room, a pre-Golden Globe gifting suite. 
Celebrities love her form fitted maternity tees with 
positive and inspirational sayings like ‘Blessed Belly,’ 
‘Heavenly Sent,’ and ‘Miracle in the Making’. Shaelyn’s 
clients include celebrity parents such as Desperate 
Housewive’s Marcia Cross, Grey’s Anatomy’s Chandra 
Wilson and other Hollywood moms including Tori 
Spelling, Tisha Campbell and Melina Kankaredes. 

“Women sometimes think they can never do 
something. If you have a desire in your heart, you 
will find a way to make it happen. I have the support 
of my husband. He is my most proud supporter. As 
mothers, we sometimes feel guilty about taking time 
from our kids. My daughter had a project at school 
and they asked her what she wanted to do when she 
grew up and she said “I want to work for my mommy.” 
I include my kids with packing, helping, they color 
with me, etc. They see your drive. If you’d asked me 
ten years ago, would I be doing this, I would have said 
no. I was scared, but I had to find my strength and go 
for it. It is amazing, the self journey…finding myself, 
strength I never knew I had, all the while juggling 
children, karate classes and a husband, but you can 
do anything you put your mind to.” Visit her site at 
www.blessencematernity.com

If you would like us to feature someone you think 
is a woman living 360° Degrees send your submission 
to mkarmo@globalwoman-magazine.com. Until next 
time, live your best life!  GW  

Tonya Banz Shaelyn Werner
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By Sandra Palestine

Where we are: This interview takes place in 
The Hague, or “Den Haa”g as it is called here in 
the Netherlands. To clear up any misconceptions: 
The Hague is a city, Holland is a province, and the 
Netherlands is the country. Holland is the most well-
known province because it encompasses two of the 
most famous cities, Amsterdam and The Hague. The 
Hague is the Royal City where the Queen and her 
family live, as well as the seat of government for the 
Netherlands. 

“Come lock your bicycle up inside, it’s safer in 
here.” I am interviewing Annalies Niemeijer, a Dutch 
woman who lives in Holland, and she is quite right, my 
bike will be far more secure inside. The Netherlands 
is a safe country, one of the lowest crime rates, but 
bike theft is the biggest crime there is, and I happen 
to like my bike very much. In fact, it’s the only way I 
travel these days. 

This neighbourhood where I have met her is 
the artistic community of The Hague, brimming with 
artists of all kinds and music or art schools on every 
corner. Small, hidden galleries are behind many of 
the doors, and walking down the street I could hear 
thumping drum beats and saxophone song. 

When she pushed open the door to her studio 
the contrast to the hallway was startling. Bathed in 
light, windows open to let in the fresh air, fresh glossy 
white paint on the walls, painted wooden beams, a 
skylight, and Mozart playing on the radio. Paintings 
covered every surface, drawings covered one whole 
wall, and stacks of painted canvases lay against every 
available space. Her studio was scattered with paints, 
brushes, art books, and a new all in one printer/ 

scanner, laptop, and other necessities of the modern 
artist. 

I took it all in for a few moments, and then 
she invited me to sit down in her Danish designed 
chairs that she refurbished herself, another talent of 
hers. She made us coffee and heated the milk in her 
tiny makeshift kitchen, brought over the drinks and 
biscuits, and so we began our interview. 

Annelies Niemeijer has wanted to be an artist 
from an early age. Born in the south of the Netherlands, 
she grew up in a small town. Her mother wanted her 
to be a nurse as she had been. She left school at 17 
because she didn’t seem to be getting anything out 
of it anymore. From there she did various jobs and 
applied to art school. She got rejected the first time 
she applied. This was the first of her many frustrations 
to becoming an artist. After this she gave in to the 
pressure to go to nursing school, but knew it was not 
her ultimate goal. She did her stint as a nurse, and 
upon finishing she applied again to art school and 
was accepted. 

By this time she and her boyfriend had decided 
to have a baby. She and Peter, a photographer, were 
living in a tiny apartment in Amsterdam. When it 
became too small for three people they moved out to 
the country and bought a big old house. They spent 
the next eight years fixing up the house, which had all 
of the problems you would expect from a 100 year old 
dwelling. It also had Netherlands-specific ones such 
as water in the basement, since most of the country is 
below sea level. 

While she was fixing up the house, being a 
mother, and building her career as an artist, she 
found a lump in her breast. The doctors dismissed 
it as nothing over and over again until one day it 

Photo by Peter Slabbers
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was too painful to ignore. They finally diagnosed it 
correctly- as breast cancer. From there she had all 
of the traditional horrors of breast cancer, including 
radiation, and lived in fear for many years after that it 
would come back. She could not work, she was weak 
in body and spirit, and life looked pretty bleak. 

However, she, like many strong women, pulled 
herself together and decided that life is for living. She 
and Peter, the photographer, married between the 
births of their two sons. When the children were old 
enough, they left them with his mother and took a 
life-changing bike ride. This bike trip took them all 
the way from Holland to Italy and back, and lasted six 
weeks. They camped the whole way, their gear and 
clothing packed into side panniers on the bicycles. 
They had coffee and cups in their front panniers, and 
for six weeks they ate, drank, cycled, and planned. 
Annalies and Peter did what many people should 
find time to do: they thought about what would make 
them happy. Then they thought about how they could 
achieve these things. Annalies decided that going back 
to art school would make her happiest, and knew that 
it was not possible with the big house, the boys still 
at home, a big garden, and a long commute each day. 
The result ended up in selling the old house, moving 
to The Hague, and following their dreams. Positive 
attitudes in place, they moved into the next phase of 
their life, renewed and ready to embrace what life 
gave them. 

I asked about the wall covered in small drawings 
and paintings. This is her daily inspiration wall. Every 
day she tries to make at least one piece of art. These 
are just on a sheet of paper, but it gets her mind going 
and gives her a sense of accomplishment. 

She says she has no specific style, and while 
her mentors often want to put her into a category, she 
cannot commit to one way of painting. She doesn’t 
want to. She is constantly trying to forget what they 
taught her at the academy, and find her real style. “My 
style of painting is what belongs to me. After some 

time it will grow and change and become more of my 
own identity.”

 One thing she does to inspire her art is to buy 
old photographs on e-bay and in stores and use them 
as a kind of muse. Her paintings bring up memories of 
the past, not our personal past, but someone’s history. 
Her art is slightly haunting, and forces the observer 
to think about their own life, and possibly their own 
death. It is dark, although not necessarily in color but 
in perspective. My first impression reminds me of Frida 
Kahlo in both time period and theme. I can see why 
she does not want to be typified in a single style. For 
her, art is an evolving, changing, free-flowing process 
that does not conform to what others might like or 
even buy. It is her passion, and also her pain. 

Now she is thriving with shows in Amsterdam 
and Nijmegen, but Annalies has had a lot of 
disappointments and set-backs throughout her life. 
She is now 56 and continues to pursue her dreams 
and believe in what she does. Some days she feels too 
old to keep this up and thinks that maybe she should 
give away all of her paintings, materials, sell the 
studio, and go live a quiet life in the south of France. 
After all, the self-direction and discipline of being an 
artist is challenging and frustrating. There is no one to 
tell you what to do or when to do it. Your entire career 
depends on the creativity you can work up each 
day and the motivation to do it. This is sometimes 
overwhelming, but then she hops on her bike, buys 
a bouquet of flowers at the market, and pedals off, all 
thoughts of quitting left behind in the studio. When 
she’s on her bicycle she feels young again, she feels 
like she can do anything. And she can. Dutch women 
are resilient and hardy, and Annalies, while being 
worldly and sophisticated, also epitomizes these two 
Dutch qualities completely.  GW  

Contact Annalies or view her art online at  
http://www.anneliesniemeijer.nl/ 
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“Give a man a fish and he will eat for a day. 
Teach him how to fish and he will eat for a lifetime.” 
(Chinese Proverb)

I walked beside Yewande, American rock 
musician and feature attraction at Malawi’s Lake of 
Stars Music Festival, as she paced around the class 
room of a village school near Chintheche, on the 
north shore of Lake Malawi. She studied art tacked 
to the walls depicting the government’s structure, 
voting rights and abuse of power. She stopped 
by a rudimentary poster half hidden by others; it 
announced the survival skills required to be a child.

Yewande first heard about ‘Children in the 
Wilderness’, a clone of the Paul Newman founded 
‘Whole In The Wall’ programme run in the USA, 
when Will Jameson, the organiser of the Lake of Stars 
Music Festival, asked her to perform at the 2006 
event. 

“Will claimed it would be in aid of the CITW 
programme,” Yewande said, “so I did a little research 
and found that the programme he spoke of aims to 
teach children about their environment and show 
them a greener way of life, through education and 
therapeutic fun. This was a cause I could not refuse.” 

Yewande looked around the school house in 
despair. “But nothing could have prepared me for 
this! This is hardcore, in your face wretched poverty 
like I and few Americans have ever seen.”

Outside Mai Ensmann, Executive Director 
of CITW (Malawi), stood in the shade of a Baobab 
tree handing out cold drinks and snacks to children 
excited at the prospect of meeting Yewande.

Excited chatter filled a small schoolhouse. 
Through an interpreter, Yewande addressed the room 
filled with eager faces. She spoke of the influence 

African music 
has on the 
world. She 
gave examples 
of gospel, 
jazz, and rock, 
e n c o u ra g i n g 
par t ic ipat ion 
from her young 
audience. She 
continued and 
spoke of slavery, 
the birth of the 
Blues and their 
insp i ra t iona l 
lyrics voicing 
hopes and dreams of freedom. The children were 
captivated by her charm and listened attentively 
whilst she told of the many opportunities available to 
them, and how to go about realising their dreams. Her 
message highlighted children’s rights and stressed the 
need for continued education both in academic and 
health matters.

“CITW is a charity with a difference,” said 
Yewande. “There’s no food coupons or cash changing 
hands. Their aim is to reawaken the long forgotten 
flame of dignity and self worth, reinstating the 
importance of love and friendship.” 

I recall wondering when last I had found myself 
in the presence of such raw passion. 

“All these children have an intimate knowledge 
of extreme poverty; and most have first-hand 
experience of HIV/Aids,” says Mai. “Through our 
environment and its educational potential we aim to 
help these little people who have not experience of 

Cindy Lou Dale
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being a child as their youth was disrupted by life-
threatening conditions. The goal of our camps is to 
motivate children to continue with their schooling 
and encourage them to follow careers based around 
wildlife conservation.” 

Mai stood beside me, watching Yewande 
interacting with the children. “These kids are only 
now learning about fun.” She contemplated a game 
being played. “At a recent CITW camp I suggested the 
kids gather up their things, and meet me on the river 
bank for some fun in the water. They arrived weighed 
down with dirty laundry and soap. Few grasped the 
concept that enjoyment could be had in a river; its 
purpose was to wash clothes. Pleasure did not enter 
the equation.”

Over the course of five weeks each year, 
two Wilderness Safari camps in Malawi - Mvuu 
and the Chintheche Inn - generously close their 
doors to paying guests and invites groups of up to 
thirty impoverished children of school going age to 
participate in a wildlife camp experience. Thus far 
they’ve hosted more than 250 children in week-long 
session. Children are hosted and entertained, and 
follow a carefully structured education programme 
where they are taught to cope with different facets of 
life, ecological issues critical to Malawi, and practical 
life skills such as hygiene and HIV/AIDS awareness 
and prevention education. 

Through exposing the youth of Southern Africa 
to their wildlife heritage, combined with a positive 
learning experience, CITW hopes to foster a greater 
understanding and appreciation of wildlife and the 
environment around them, while also stimulating 
their self-esteem; culminating in the long-term 
preservation of Africa’s wildlife reserves. 

The CITW programme has set three personal 
goals for the children to strive towards: Respect, 
Teamwork, and Self Challenge, which is purposely 
targeted towards being used in every day village life. 

Strong, ever present, positive Malawian role 
models are always on hand as the CITW camp  
staff also work at the Mvuu and the Chintheche Inn, 
and as such live in some of the same communities 

as these children.
Nation Nyirenda, a waiter at the Chintheche 

Inn, began counselling for Children in the Wilderness 
in 2004. When he became a lead counsellor for 
Malawi he attended the Barretstown Whole in the 
Wall Camp on a counsellor exchange. 

“It is the right of every child to be raised by 
loving parents, but some children, through HIV/AIDS 
and poverty, are denied this birthright. They are 
deprived of confidence, proper growth, and equality,” 
said Nation. “Now it is possible to restore confidence 
in the disadvantaged children within my community. 
Much of the programme is about providing a safe, 
loving atmosphere for them to learn and be respected 
by adults. These children now have hope.”

Yewande spotted what resembled a heap of 
rags beside the school house. On closer inspection 
it revealed a young child encased in threadbare 
blankets. She refused to make eye contact. Yewande’s 
gentle touch and soft voice eventually encouraged 
the raggedy young child to immerge. She wore a 
dirty torn dress, with no buttons holding the back 
together. Within moments Grace, as she was called, 
was clapping hands and singing with Yewande. 

“All she needed was for someone to show they 
cared,” Yewande volunteered as we drove off. She 
swallowed hard when she saw Grace running after 
the car, waving. “I need to do something for these 
children.” Her voice faltered, “I cannot walk away 
from this with my soul intact.” 

“Lake of Stars has yet to make any money,” 
says Will Jameson, the event organiser. “Thus far it’s 
cost us in excess of £10,000. But we’re hoping this 
year’s event will draw positive media coverage and 
heighten awareness of the CITW programme.” 

Sadly this was lost on the local press who 
appeared displeased that many locals could not gain 
access to the festival as an entrance fee was charged; 
it was also reported that the Minister of Tourism 
would be well pleased if the event was taken to other 
venues; yet the President of the Musicians Association 
of Malawi claimed such venues were lacking. 

Had they been informed they would learn that 
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private enterprise was taking responsibility and that 
the Lake of Stars Music Festival was in fact a CITW 
charity event which uses the Wilderness Safaris 
lodges, including the Chintheche Inn, for all their 
educational programmes.

A retired employee of Kayak Africa, another 
Wilderness Safari affiliate, William Mariwanda, sat 
beside me under a giant fig tree in Chembe village 
looking out across the waters of Lake Malawi. I 
enquired after his future prospects had private 
enterprise not come to his village. His oyster eyes 
held my gaze as he considered my question.

“Starvation; this was the only promise the future 
held for us. Our village would have dissolved back 
into the earth and our children would leave seeking 
out opportunities in the city.”

But all that changed in 1992 when a group of 
young South Africans saw the potential for an eco-
tourism business located in Chembe Village (better 
known as Cape Maclear), and Kayak Africa was 
born. 

Clive Bester, a partner of Kayak Africa says, “We 
spoke with the Department of National Parks and 
Wildlife and village elders and discussed a mutually 
beneficial business proposal. The government granted 
us a concession and today the camps on Mumbo and 
Domwe Islands are amongst Malawi’s finest.”

Bester is one of mankind’s rarities. He has a 
Robinson Crusoe look about him, clad in shipwreck 
shorts and hair which would benefit from an 
introduction to a brush. But behind this easy going 
façade hides a mind with a degree in economics and 
a big heart. Kayak Africa’s community involvement is 
immense yet details were forthcoming only from his 
staff - Bester prefers crowing about his Islands rather 
than flaunting his community spirit.

“Mr. Clive. Eiya! He and Mr. Jurie are good 
men,” announced William. “They provide fabric for 
Billy, the village tailor, to make staff uniforms. James 
is Kayak Africa’s carver and cabinet maker; they 
employ nearly fifty villagers.”

William looked to the horizon for inspiration 
then added. “Their community involvement does 
not end there. They sponsor local sports teams, 
provide transportation to the hospital, make loans 
available to staff. They’ve developed a culture which 
has taught us to save for large expenses; they even 
educate a number of local high school children.” He 
considered this for a moment, “and me, I am the only 
man in the village with a legitimate pension.”

William nodded knowingly then added, 
“God smiles on these men.” Then hastened to add: 
“Charities handing out food parcels only prolong the 
inevitable, and that is not the Malawians way. We are 



LIFESTYLE

��
SPECIAL ISSUE GW  

a nation of entrepreneurs who don’t seek charitable 
donations; Malawi needs men like Mr. Clive and 
Mr. Jurie, men who understand that we need to 
uphold our dignity; they respect our culture and 
have guided us to prosperity. We can now teach 
our children about life, not survival.

Yewande and I bumped into each other at 
Malawi’s international airport. She twittered in 
excitement about future prospects, telling of how 
she was returning soon to do more in aid of CITW, 
giving lectures at the University and possibly 

additional concerts. 
What would the local press have to say if she 

dared ask an entrance fee, I quietly wondered. An 
irksome memory sprung to mind in which Yewande 
handed a large amount of cash and her latest CD 
to a craftsman in exchange for a few curios. He 
mustered a well rehearsed injured look saying she 
must buy him a CD player to go with it.

Evidently not everyone sees charity in the 
same light. CITW has success stories too numerous 
to mention; so too does Chembe Village. Perhaps 

CITW has a school scholarship programme, enabling children who cannot 
afford to go on to high school to fulfil their graduation dream.

Maria Chirwa, who sleeps on a reed mat she shares with her older sister, is one such 
pupil. She met CITW requirements displaying both ambition and aptitude.

“I wake at 4 o’clock on school days to learn and read from my book, Maria cheerily 
announced. “But this is not a hardship – it is better for my future.”

Maria’s aspires to study nursing in England, where she hopes to gain knowledge about 
nutrition and disease control, which information she will impart to villages throughout 
Malawi. 

“At school I study very good but in class I have problems with maths because I don’t have 
the book and a calculator. But I’ll work extra hard because I must be a nurse so I can save the 
lives of my people. This is why I’ll be working harder.”

Photos by Cindy Lou Dale
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By Tomette L. Herring

(singing) Hush little baby… 
Oh, Oh, Oh…Do you know Miss Mary 

Mack…? 
It’s a hand clapping game…Never mind.
Hi, my name is Tommie. My Mom and Dad 

call me Tommie. Of course, they call me a lot of 
things—but Tommie is the only word that I am 
allowed to say. I am six years old with two big brown 
pig tails with my hair parted down the middle. I 
don’t like to smile much because I have 
a gap between my two front teeth 
and my tongue can’t seem to stay 
out my way when I try to talk. 
Oh—what did you say? What 
do I want to be when I grow 
up? Hummmm. I want to 

be a lot of things. BUT…there are a few that I have 
thought about for a long time. Okay, here it is…the 
first thing that I want to be is a monster. If I became a 
monster, I could beat up my big brother. He’s really 
mean. Then I want to become a ballerina in pink. 
They are so beautiful and they move like angels 
floating on clouds. Okay, I want to be an actress, 
but I’m scared to talk because everyone makes 
fun of me. Oh, oh, oh, I’d like to be a prostitute 
because they are always so pretty when I see them 
on TV. They dress so nice. Men will come from 
miles around just to bring me presents like fur coats, 
diamond rings, sparkle-like dresses and bright red 

shoes like on TV—remember? You know—like 
in the Wizard of Oz. My husband—(blushing) 

— my husband will be the most handsome 
of all my boyfriends. I will know to pick 
him because we will fall in love with 
each other at first sight. He will fall in 
love with me and carry me off to a huge 
castle and I will have one million babies, 
because I love babies. My castle will be 

Baby Laci
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sooooo big that I will have kids from all around the 
world come live with me that don’t have anyone to 
love them. All of them can come and live with me. 
Matter fact, if YOU don’t have anywhere to go—
you can come live with me and my husband.  Oh, 
one more thing, you will not have to worry about 
anything. You will never, never have to be scared. I 
won’t beat you about everything and neither will my 
husband. If you do something bad, we will talk to 
you and give you a big hug. Maybe we will go out 
for some ice cream if it gets hot. I will never, never, 
never beat or yell at my kids ever. Oh, one more 
thing, I will never fight with my husband because 
we love each other. We will live happily ever after.

WOW!!!  Then you grow up.
Well, that was me at six. You might ask why this 

woman is writing about a topic that really doesn’t 
affect her—or does it. She has reached a measure of 
success. She has been blessed to be in the presence 
of great thinkers, achievers, and true visionaries. 
Why this topic? It’s simple. What qualifies me to 
address this subject is the fact that among three 
husbands, I have had six baby mamas spanning 
the course of 25 years. Each woman has taught me 
something different, both good and bad. See, when 
their childhood fantasies were mixed with mine, it 
became fertile ground for DRAMA. Unfortunately 
the most profoundly painful life lessons came from 
the women that on the surface appeared normal but 
when the layers were pulled back, they exhibited 
darkness far beyond what I could ever conceive; 
hence, the childhood fantasy became the nightmare. 
Honestly, the best lesson that I learned was from my 
very first baby mama who simply detached herself 
from her past relationship with my then husband, 
ensured that her daughter was connected with her 
father, and then moved on with her new life. I only 
heard about her. We never met. Today, I can say that 
I respect my Baby Mama #1 the most out of all my 
baby mamas. This woman had something that the 
“system” could not contain, control, or label. She 
wanted no part of it. She refused to be a statistic and 

would not allow her daughter to become one either. 
Her child grew up to be a beautiful loving daughter, 
wife and mother—respectful and God-fearing. 

This Baby Mama Drama (BMD) has so many 
different facets—so many scenarios that I can not 
attempt to address them all in one article. There 
are challenges on both sides of the issue, but one 
particularly vexes my spirit. I am clear on why we 
give dead beat Dad’s a hard way to go, but why 
do we penalize the GOOD ones— really? When 
Tyler Perry’s Daddy’s Little Girls arrived at the local 
theatre, I could not wait to see it. As I nestled in to 
my seat with my small bag of popcorn and diet soda 
(my way of justifying the popcorn), I found myself 
on yet another Tyler Perry (TP) journey. As the story 
unfolded, I was flooded with several emotions 
ranging from a giggle to hearty laughter from tears 
to utter outrage. At some point, I don’t know when, I 
lost my desire for buttered popcorn. I kept saying to 
myself that this is a movie as I watched the mother 
torment the father and the children. I tried to dismiss 
my anger by reminding myself that this was again 
JUST another movie; however, I could not excuse 
the fact that TP had once again read my mail. Not 
much further into the movie, I had to face the fact 
that a few of my baby mamas actually made that 
movie mama look like Mother Theresa. I had to 
pray—hard. I realized that I still had battle scars and 
some were open flesh wounds.

The purpose of this article is not to answer all 
the questions, but to call a “family meeting” like 
we used to do back in the day. I could write about 
a single mother’s rise from a life time of struggle—
that would be easy. This article is dedicated to the 
GOOD men that are denied a voice. These are the 
real men who suffer in silence who can not speak 
for themselves or their children. Society does not 
want to hear their cries. 

See—we deeply hurt women, who have not 
been validated, wrap our perfume soaked scarves 
around their necks and squeeze ever so gently 
because—we loved. We’ve silenced them with our 
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pain because—we loved. We can’t hear them or our 
children because our cries are deafening. Some of 
us want to punish them for not loving us the way 
our fathers couldn’t—wouldn’t or refused to love 
us. By the time we stop applying pressure, there 
is no life left. We’ve strangled, mangled, financial 
and emotionally castrated the good men with our 
pride. YES, WE WON is our battle cry! But WHAT 
did we win? Never once realizing that we have 
damaged ourselves and our children until they are 
grown and we are forced to deal with what we have 
created. It is my belief that somewhere in between 
stimulus and response is our human right and ability 
to choose. We own that. That is what separates us 
from animals. That is what my baby mamas taught 
me. Well, that is just me and my experiences. But I 
needed to hear from the GOOD men. 

While on this journey to seek out the good 
men, it was important to me to borrow a page from 
their personal experiences and or observations with 
BMD. Was it the same as mine? Did they experience 
it as I did? It is my prayer that this article will “pull 
the sheets off” this phenomenon. It is not my desire 
to suggest that all women are like this or that the 
impact to the children is secondary to any of our 
adult experiences; but, mine is one of sharing by 
exposing my wounds. In doing this, I hope to suggest 
a better way of dealing with our pain.

If the truth be told, I have no idea of what my 
interviews will reveal because I am not driving this 
car. This writer is very much in the passenger seat. 
So, jump in and please fasten your seat belt.

Alvin Mathews, Founder of Baby Mama Drama™ 
speaks about BMD.

My first interview led me to a gentleman that 
I found on an internet search. As I searched his site, 
I thought about what kind of man would create a 
website about this topic? This is a man who bothered 
to go through the process and expense of creating a 
trademark and copyright. This is a man on a mission 
with something to say. I was so intrigued that I had 

Alvin Mathews with daughter Laci

to write him an email requesting an interview. After 
several exchanges, he realized that I was not a 
stalker and gave way to a very up close and personal 
discussion. I did not know where this ride was taking 
me; however, I quickly learned that Alvin Mathews 
was a GOOD man, full of love and passion for his 
new six-month old baby girl Laci. His wife died 
as a result of complications during her childbirth 
and his twin boys from a previous relationship. He 
described his bitter sweet experience as his speech 
slowed to a crawl. He reflects on looking upon 
Laci’s countenance for the very first time and how 
very precious was that moment. Within minutes, his 
world came to a screeching halt when confronted 
by apologetic doctors in white coats describing the 
most horrific event of his life. He recalls hearing, “Mr. 
Mathews, we are sorry. We did the best we could 
do…” Interrupting frantically he screams, “Where is 
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my wife? Where is she?!!!!!” In shock, he proceeds 
down the hall running to find her. Amidst the blood-
soaked sheets, he placed his head on her stomach, 
wrapped her limp arms around him if only to feel 
her warmth for the last time—until the warmth was 
gone. Cradled ever so tightly in her love, he cries for 
forgiveness, “I’m sorry—I’m sorry.” In subsequent 
days, he described visiting with his wife in the 
morgue. Just to see her. Just to hold her hand. Just to 
share his most intimate thoughts as friends and lovers 
do. “It’s been six-months since that day”, he reflects; 
however, even in the midst of this tragedy, the BMD 
did not stop. He mentioned having to go to court at 
least two or three times within the past six-months. 
Not once given a moment to mourn. STOP. This is 
NOT a man who does not pay child support. In fact, 
the support is substantial. This is not a man who 
does not work or conveniently quits his job, skips 
town, writes bad checks, or fails to communicate 
with his children if only just to acknowledge their 
existence. This is a man who is under siege. My next 
question was, “Why the website—why the bother?” 
A few moments passed, then a deep breath before 
he answered, “It is all about the children.” Through 
his website, Alvin hoped to provide a meeting 
place for others struggling with this particular 
issue. A meeting place where men and women can 
obtain help, counseling, understanding, healing, 
and encouragement. Alvin wanted to STOP the 
drama, STOP the hemorrhaging, and SILENCE the 
screaming of the lambs. He declares, “If I could just 
let people know that they are not by themselves and 
to hold on for their children—it is worth the effort.” 
Alvin, 36, a former marine now software developer, 
could not quite put his finger on where the drama 
came from; however, he suggested that some 
women seriously struggle with rejection as a result 
of a failed relationship. He stated, “There is a point 
where some women go far beyond the concern and 
welfare of the children.”

 

A Moment of Reflection
When the courthouse becomes your second 

home and the “system” becomes the gatekeeper of 
your consciousness, your very soul—then we ALL 
loose. The sad fact is that at the end of the day, you 
still don’t get the man and God forbid if you do, at 
that point is he even worth having? When you’ve 
taken everything that you could take, disrupted 
everyone’s family, spewed the most potent venom, 
and denied access to the children all in the name 
of protecting them—you must ask yourself, who 
are you protecting the children from? The real key 
is that our children will DO what they SEE because 
our actions speak so much louder than our words. 
When we launch a campaign to hurt the GOOD 
men, we secretly give our children permission to do 
the same. We give them permission to fail at love 
when WE fail to separate our pain from their needs. 

The ride continues.

Dr. Jamal H. Bryant, Founder of Empowerment 
Temple, Baltimore, MD speaks about BMD.

The next stop on my journey led me to a 
discussion with the one and only Dr. Jamal H. 
Bryant. This man has catapulted into the spotlight 
because of the unshakeable call of God on his life 
to minister to the every day people. He is a driving 
force in his community and now—the world. He is 
a young, charismatic leader, husband, father, pastor 
and a highly respected mega-personality in the 
Christian community. I’ll venture one step further, if 
James Brown is known as the “Godfather-of-Soul”, 
then this writer wants to be the first on record to 
affectionately name Jamal Bryant the “Godfather-
of-GOOD”. With that said, I found myself on hold 
waiting for a moment of his time fully aware that 
he was on his way to catch a plane for his next 
scheduled destination—London. I had fifteen 
minutes. Watching the clock, I had a thought. This 
man doesn’t know me from a hole in the wall. I have 
fifteen minutes to win his trust, build a relationship, 
and earn the right to ask him about his most personal 
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experiences with BMD. I knew he had a child prior 
to getting married from a former relationship and 
that was it. I must have just bumped my head. I 
continued with my internal dialogue—I knew that I 
prayed about this interview months ago BUT…BUT 
before I knew anything else…I was talking to the 
man. I quickly framed the discussion and expressed 
that this article is focused on celebrating the GOOD 
men. He simply answered, “Fine let’s go.” Graciously 
taking the driver’s seat, he begins to navigate me 
through his life leading up to the BMD. Before the 
Word Network, several television stations, before 
his current marriage to his stunning wife, before an 
11,000 membership church, there was just—Jamal 
facing the most devastating crossroad of his life. 

He stated that he was privileged to have the 
opportunity to speak with GW; however, humbly 

admits that he does not consider himself an authority 
on the subject. He continues with honoring his 
parents and his grandparents for the remarkable 
examples they set and then he put his ‘foot to the 
pedal’. He spoke of his personal BMD crisis that 
sent his family into a tail spin. This situation literally 
caused them all to reevaluate and reassess many 
things about their own lives while Jamal wrestled 
with the thought of doing serious damage control. 
He found himself struggling with the impact to 
his family, impact to attending Seminary at Duke 
University, impact to his position as National Youth 
Director for the NAACP with 10,000 youth in his 
charge—what would he do. In the face of eminent 
failure, he wanted to run away and hide. To say that 
he was depressed, resentful and angry were gross 
understatements. After all, was the baby even his? 
Facing a 99.9% positive identification in a paternity 
test—said it all. He blamed everyone around him 
starting with his mother for NOT successfully praying 
him out of the situation. He blamed the world. He 
blamed himself. Finally, he blamed God for not 
bailing him out. He admits that he was on the brink 
of totally washing his hands of everything. After all, 
his family was not prepared for this type of drama 
nor was he. He had a lot to lose. Yet in the secret 
quietness of his heart, he questioned the very call of 
God on his life. If I may inject, what makes God so 
awesome is his ability to meet us right where we are. 
Thank God for mercy. In the midst of the insanity, 
Jamal fell in love with an absolutely beautiful little 
baby girl. He continues, “I found healing by forging 
a relationship with my daughter by acknowledging 
her as an extension of myself.” He adds that this 
experience called for tremendous stretching from 
both parents. He states, “In hindsight, I want to 
applaud my daughter’s mother. We have been able 
to work through pain on both sides. We both had to 
stretch.” He went further to say, “More often than 
not, when we do what we are supposed to do [as 
men] it closes the door to drama.” Today, Dr. Jamal 
Bryant knows that his experience prepared him Dr. Jamal H. Bryant



INSPIRATION

44
GW  SPECIAL ISSUE

for ministering to his parishioners facing the same 
dilemma. “Past the pain—past the hurt, there is 
healing if you are willing to work on it as responsible 
adults for the sake of the child.” What a class act, but 
I could not let him off the hook quite yet. I wanted 
to know his thoughts regarding the root cause of 
BMD. 

JB – There is an emotional connection—a 
fairy tale perception. Daughters are raised to be 
wives, boys are raised to be soldiers and it is all 
together different. A woman has in her mind that 
we are going to be together, it’s going to work out. 
The hurt comes in when he does not go along with 
the script—not knowing that he hasn’t read it. More 
often than not, that father is the product of a single 
father himself. They have seen their mother’s raise 
the family. Why now are YOU [baby mama] holding 
me accountable when my mother never asked my 
father for anything?

TH – And so, you didn’t fulfill my fantasy—
[regarding his particular situation…]

JB – Now I am forced with building a script 
for a model that I have never seen. I have only seen 
a resident father. I had to figure out how to do this 
weekend thing? How do I call and ask to speak to…? 
It is not normal. It is counter-culture. We try to make 
“separation”—“normalcy” and it is not. The plague 
that happens in our community is that we are trying 
to function in the dysfunction.

TH – What is it that you want the GW readers 
to know, both men and women?

JB – To the men…Parenting is on the job 
training. You really won’t know how to do it until 
you are in it because every child is different. To the 
women…You can beg, plead and even go to court. 
Payment does not take the place of presence. You 
can’t force a man to grow up. All you can do is pray 
that the Lord will develop him.

We concluded our discussion with a referral of 
a community based group in Baltimore, MD called 
Young Fathers Responsible Father. This organization 

offers a six to eight week training program to assist 
young fathers with such tasks as changing pampers, 
presenting yourself at PTA meetings and other 
nurturing life skills. With that said we ended our 
interview. The ride was over.

A Moment of Reflection
As caring parents, we struggle to salvage and 

literally covet the little lives that come through us 
knowing that one day the veil will be removed. Life 
will happen. Our children’s eyes will be opened. 
With every beat of our hearts we watch, we pray, 
we teach, we nurture, and we love with everything 
that we have knowing that this too will change. We 
capture the moments and store them in our minds 
and hearts like the first day of school, book bags, 
and A+ homework papers adorned with gold stars 
given by their teachers. But something happens. The 
relationship between the parents change and we do 
not know why—or maybe we do. 

One thing is for certain, things have changed 
and we are ultimately left to face our biggest fears of 
being alone and unloved. No one to share our most 
precious gifts—no one to touch that very secret part of 
our souls that we should have never, never given away. 
Could it be that God has etched out that special part 
for Himself and so we try to fill it up? We anesthetize 
with people, projects, food, and reckless behavior 
while struggling to quench our unquenchable thirst. 
Naked we CRY OUT and SPARE NOT as did Halle 
Berry in movie Monster’s Ball—

Make me feel good… Make me feel 
GOOD…

Make me FEEL... 
I rest my pen.  GW  

Tomette Herring is the Inspiration Columnist for Global 
Woman Magazine. She is also an inspirational speaker 
and lecturer. For additional information on baby 
mama drama, visit www.babymamadrama.com. 
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By Fran Harris, Ph.D.

There’s a scene in the classic movie The Wizard 
of Oz when Glenda the Good Witch says to Dorothy, 
and I’m paraphrasing, “You always had it in you.” It’s 
at a juncture in the film when Dorothy is marveling at 
her ability to make it back home to Kansas. For some 
reason that scene has always stood out in my mind. 
“You always had it in you.”

As an inpowerment and business coach I’m 
constantly reminding my clients that the power to 
create whatever they want in their lives is right there 
inside of them. There’s no need to look outside. It’s not 
in a book, it’s not in a church, it’s not at a seminar – it’s 
inside of them. 

A few years ago a good friend suggested that I 
find a group of young women to “empower” to follow 
in my footsteps as an entrepreneur. I thought for a 
second. Empower them? I can’t empower them. They’re 
already empowered. I listened, never interrupting, 
trying to hear the wisdom in my friend’s words.

Later that week, after a speech at a conference 
an older woman walked over to me with tears in her 
eyes and said, “I’m much older than you are but I just 
want you to know that you really empowered me to 
live my best life.” There went that word again. 

For some reason people thought I had the 
“power” to “empower” them. The truth is that you and 
I came to the planet empowered. We arrived with all 
of the rights and privileges to create the lives we want, 
period. Sure, I understood what people were saying 
to me when they suggested that what I’d done or said 
could have empowered someone else, even though 
I couldn’t fully embrace the fact that I “gave people 
permission” to be great or to pursue their dreams. That 
just didn’t make a whole lot of sense to me. That’s not 
a gift or power I possess. 

However, over the following few years what I 
repeatedly heard from my clients was that my coaching 
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techniques had a way of “drawing things out of them” 
that they didn’t know was there. They were being 
challenged in ways they’d never dreamed. They were 
reaching new emotional, spiritual, financial, intellectual 
and physical heights as a result of the work we were 
doing together. In essence, I was helping them to tap 
into the power “inside” of them. I was becoming an in-
powerment expert. That was it! I’d finally found a word 
to describe my life’s purpose. I’d finally figured out a 
way to do for people what my mother had once done 
for me – help them find their own in-powerment.

You see, like most kids I was a curious adolescent 
who had many interests. One day it was soccer, the 
next dance. This particular week I wanted to sing in the 
choir at my church. But in order to do so I needed $110 
for a choir robe. So I did what I did on most days when 
I wanted or needed something that cost money – I ran 
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to Mom, the bank. And most of the times I got what I 
wanted. Not on this day. On this day Mom decided to 
give me a gift and it wasn’t in the form of one hundred 
and ten dollars. “I need $110 for church,” I told her. 
“For a choir robe. All the kids are getting them.” 

Mom stirred a pot of red beans. “I see.”
“I’m gonna get your purse,” I headed off to 

her bedroom. When I returned Mom was mixing the 
cornbread. I handed her the purse. “Here ya go.”

Mom took the purse and sat it on the adjacent 
counter. “I’m not giving you $110,” she said without 
missing a beat. 

“Huh?”
“I said, I’m not giving you $110,” Mom repeated. 

She tasted the beans. “Hmmm, wanna taste?” I ignored 
the question. 

“But Mama how am I gonna get my robe if you 
don’t give me the money?”

Mom leaked a tiny smile as she shrugged her 
shoulders. “You’re my little genius, guess you’ll have to 
figure that one out yourself.”

And with that I stormed quietly to my room. 
After pouting for about an hour I was convinced that 
my mother was the worst mother in Dallas and maybe 
the whole wide world. Definitely Texas. What kind 
of mother wouldn’t give her kid $110, especially for 
God? I thought long and hard about what I was going 
to say in my prayers on that night. Boy, was I going to 
give Mom a bad report! 

That’s when it hit me. Maybe Mom was right. 
Maybe I could find a way to come up with $110. I 
remembered seeing some kids in the neighborhood 
selling lemonade. Somebody was always selling candy. 
A lady across the street had started selling cookies for 
25 cents and she seemed to be doing well. I bet she 
could’ve bought a lot of choir robes. 

I was sure of one thing. I didn’t want to be 
another me-too lemonade stand but I had to come up 
with a show-stopping idea because there were a lot of 
kids in my neighborhood and they would let you know 
if your idea sucked. 

Finally, I had it. Snow cones. It was 110 degrees 

in Dallas on a cool day, which meant that all the kids 
would be looking for a way to stay cool. A snow cone 
stand was the ticket. 

I rushed to Mom’s bedroom and told her I had a 
solution. “We could do a snow cone stand.”

“We?” Mom laughed. She had four kids at the 
time; she had enough experience to know that “we” 
always meant that she was going to be doing more work 
than she wanted. I assured her I’d do my part. And I did. 
I handled the marketing and word of mouth advertising. 
By the end of summer I’d made $1,500. And I’d done it 
because my mother had helped me tap into my own in-
powerment. Rather than bailing me out when I came to 
her whining about the choir robe money she challenged 
me to look no further than my own genius to find the 
answer to my problem. What a great lesson for me to 
learn as a young girl. As Glenda, the Good Witch told 
Dorothy, “you always had it in you.”

Since that glorious snow cone summer I have 
to say I’ve led a pretty amazing life. Traveling to 30 
countries. Building million-dollar businesses. WNBA, 
NCAA, USA and high school basketball championships. 
A successful career as a national television personality, 
author and filmmaker but I wouldn’t have been able to 
achieve half of the things I’ve accomplished without 
the gift my mother gave me at nine years old. By saying 
“no” to the choir robe request, she showed me that my 
life was a blank canvas and that I was the artist who 
had the power to create a masterpiece. 

These days my favorite quote is “Well-behaved 
women rarely make history.” Nothing resonates with 
me like these words by Laurel Ulrich Thatcher. I 
learned early on that “making nice” is a good way to 
become supremely forgettable Conversely, the people 
who change the world are always those who stir things 
up. Those who are clear of their in-powerment and its 
place in the world.

Look at any successful historical or contemporary 
woman and you’ll see that those who had the greatest 
impact on our world are always those who embrace 
their power and greatness. They use their influence to 
transform the world. You see, anyone can evolve. If 



you live long enough, you’ll see some kind of change 
in your life. But true transformation only comes from 
breathing, living and being your empowered self. 

So if you’re wondering how you can live an 
empowered life, here are three quick — and full-proof 
— steps.

Step 1: Know that you were born to “be” the 
difference

There are people who “make” a difference 
in their communities and then there are those who 
simply “are” the difference. The distinction is subtle, 
though powerful. When you are the difference the 
landscape you occupy multiplies in greatness and 
magnificence. People around you become more of 
who they are because your light illuminates all that 
is good and whole in the universe. So, stop trying to 
make a difference and simply be the difference.

Step 2: Know your worth
It’s true, when you don’t know your worth, 

you’ll settle for anything. Today, take a look at your 
relationships. Are you standing as tall as you can at 
home, in your career or in the community? The world 
needs you to be a tall oak, not a shrinking violet! Show 
up as the powerful, vibrant soul you were born to be 
and there will be no doubt in anyone’s mind that you 
are worth more than gold. 

Step 3: Spread the wealth
It does us no good to hold the secrets to a lifetime 

of riches and keep it to ourselves. An empowered 
woman knows that the degree to which she succeeds 
is in direct correlation to how she helps others reach 
their dreams. So, think of five women that you can edify 
today. And then take a definitive action that will inspire 
them. Pick up the phone, send a card, write a letter, 
send flowers, speak a kind word -- just do something 
today that can potentially help another woman soar 
in the direction of her wildest dreams. Trust me, you’ll 
both be empowered. And then tomorrow – do it all 
over again!  GW  
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By Humiera K

There’s something magical about the wind that 
cascades over the boundless river and flows ashore to 
untangle my hair and messy mind. There is serenity about 
its unhurried nature that orders me to slow down and 
breathe, and to taste the pleasures of companionable 
quietude. It silences the demons of desire and all bad 
thoughts, and redirects me to myself.

The secret is not in the wind. It is in the innocence 
with which the wind embraces me. The secret is in the 
sound of Nature that when it calls, something buried 
deep inside me revives and floods my being with bliss.

The secret is in the finding of the Soul.

I settle on a boulder at the edge of the river and let 
the playful breeze flirt with my senses some more. As I 
bask in the gentle sun, I recognize luxury in the simple 
surprises of Nature’s plentiful offerings. I wonder if it 
matters to the breeze if I am rich or if the sun should 
burn more if I’m not. I look at the river and wonder if it 
would make more ripples, or less, if I threw money at 
it. Or if it would drown me if I didn’t return its favors of 
the friendly breeze and smiling sunshine.

My mind begins to swell a bit and I inhale the 
sweet summer scent of June. Now is not the time for 
worries. Now, I’m happy.

I slide my weary feet into the cool shadows 
of soft ripples that expand into a vast sheet of silver 

Photos by Cindy Lou Dale



waves before me. I stare at the Mighty Mississippi as he 
lounges under an evening sky of crimson shades and 
meets the horizon at his own terms.

I love it here. Don’t you love it here? My heart 
speaks to me and I realize it has been a while since 
we’ve talked. I see that she feels a lot lighter than 
yesterday and I wonder if she’s mended all her wounds 
since then. 

Which wounds? She asks. You know…the 
failures…the jealousies…the things she said about 
me…they were so not true… 

Suddenly, I feel a shard of pain tearing through 
my heart. I begin to hurt. But the secret voice keeps 
talking. It can’t be my heart or my mind because both 
are too injured to speak well. It must be me calling 
from inside of me.

She had her reasons and you had yours…so 
move on. I don’t want to…I’m tired of trying and life is 
just vile…I hate it. Shhh…if you shout you won’t hear 
me…just like last time.

I become still and remember the last time. 
Strangely, it wasn’t so long ago, perhaps only last week. 
I had come to the river and the breeze and found my 
voice. But the cries of my body were too shrill and the 
pain was too fresh for me to pay attention to the feeble 
sound of my Soul.

Last time, I had left angry and weak.
Today I had returned to the river and his breeze, 

and they had managed to calm me enough to let my 
Soul shine through. And if I hush her again, she’ll grow 
weaker and weaker still until not much of her is left for 
me to seek. That shall be truly sad, like a withered rose 
resting on a lover’s shrine.

No, I will listen this time and be saved. 
I close my eyes and let the breeze play with 

my tresses while Soul talks. I remember her voice 
was stronger when I was young, and much happier. 
I realize I’ve heard her say many things many times at 
many places but I’m just too rowdy to listen. But I’m 
glad she stayed with me…within me.

You will hear me when you are quiet. You  
will feel me when you are calm. And you will 

flourish when I am strong.
Ever since I had moved into my dream home by 

this ideal riverside neighborhood, and landed a perfect 
spot in my career, it had become evident that even 
the sky really is not the limit. Perhaps, I was greedy 
but the fact was that my wish list never ended in spite 
of my wish to do so. Of course, more material gains 
translated into more joys – but only not very long 
lasting and absolutely more expensive sort of joys. 
They usually lasted till something better and more chic 
came along, which usually stood synonymous with 
more money, which in turn demanded more ambition, 
more competition, more stress, fewer loyalties and one 
big unhappy heart.

That day when I met the river for the first time, 
and all days after that, today in particular, I realized 
every visit had given me back a part of me that had 
been lost to my busy ways of life. It was like activating a 
built-in shrink to straighten out my insides, the spiritual 
insides. And all I had to do was to give myself a few 
moments of quiet time, fight off negative thoughts, 
relax and let my inner self, my soul, take control.

It was great to know I could heal myself and 
that I wasn’t alone. Nirvana is an ancient concept and 
everyone finds it in his own way. My mother believed 
in prayer because that soothed her and connected 
her to God and herself. My brother played his guitar 
religiously at the end of each day to unwind. And my 
father slipped into silent reflection, imitating slumber, 
on his couch for a few long moments. I found it in the 
river breeze and that became my first step to a holistic 
lifestyle.

The best part: it didn’t cost a dime.  GW  

INSPIRATION
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By Shirlene Alusa-Brown

There are times when a situation is so bad that 
you can’t see your way out of it. No matter where you 
turn, things just seem to get worse. More interesting 
is the fact that during these times, the people that 
you care about the most can be your worst enemies. 
Their motives, while well-intentioned, may cause you 
to get depressed, worried, scared, unhappy, mean or 
despondent. God has told us that He is God. Why is it 
easy for us to only believe this while things are going 
well? The hardest thing in the world is to believe that 
everything that happens, happens for our good. I can’t 
tell you how many times something I really wanted 
did not come to pass; years later it turns out that had I 
had gone down that road, I would have been dead or 
bankrupt or in dire straits. God has promised that He 
will definitely be there. Believe that He is!

Soar on your broken wings. You can choose to 
let the situation defeat you, or use the situation as a 
lesson to improve and forge ahead. 

Soar on broken wings. Use God as your comfort. 
Dr. Ben Carson, a renowned cardiologist/surgeon, 
reads a chapter from Proverbs everyday. You will be 
amazed how much wisdom there is in there. Someone 
recommended that I read a verse from Proverbs, and 
from Psalms, every day. It has made a tremendous 
difference in my outlook on life. 

Soar on broken wings. Go out there and help 
someone who needs it. If you stop focusing on your 
misery and learn to help folks out of theirs, you will 
figure out very quickly that your problems are not so 
large after all. You will also be a happier person and 

that always attracts positive people. They will keep you 
on the positive path. 

Soar on broken wings. God is Omnipotent! 
What does that mean? It means ‘one having unlimited 
power or authority’. The devil likes to give the illusion 
that he is in control, but he is not. Walk around like 
you’re not scared when people try to tear you down 
and destroy your life. They can’t touch you unless God 
lets them (and He won’t let you go through more than 
you can bear). Plus, how you handle it teaches you 
about how strong you truly are and prepares you to 
deal with difficult situations with wisdom and maturity 
— you can’t learn that if you don’t go through trials. 
Many millionaires established their empires after a big 
tragedy or difficult situations. 

Soar on broken wings. Success is always the best 
revenge. Never look back; always look forward. Strive 
to move upward and increase your personal growth. 
Keep your mind on positive things and surround 
yourself with positive people. Take literally the idea of 
thinking on good things. We are designed to succeed as 
human beings if we are in a positive frame of mind. 

Soar on broken wings. God has your back. He 
has carried you to heights that nobody thought you 
could reach, and is about to help you show them just 
how much higher anyone can go. With that kind of 
wind beneath your wings, who really cares whether 
the wings are broken?? There is a gentle strength that 
will allow you to flap them with such Power that you 
will soar without pain. Your pain will go away, but the 
lessons learnt will inspire others. 

Soar on your broken wings and become so much 
more than anyone thought you could be.  GW  

Photo by Terra Chandler

Surviving a Broken Heart, Life, or Relationship With God’s Help Photo by  
Vincent Lee Smith



IN HIS WORDS

�1
SPECIAL ISSUE GW  

By Cliff Stockamp

The lamp fell over, making a terrifying loud 
crashing sound on the meeting room floor.  The 
noise filled the summer air and startled everyone.  
Some more than others. The light bulb burst upon 
impact and hundreds of thin fragments of glass 
scattered in all directions as if being chased by 
some Mother Superior.  It was an ominous sound.  
The grandchildren quickly came out of their hiding 
holes and ran into the room and stared at the near 
catastrophe before them.  Silence filled the room as 
they did one by one.

The youngest of them all, now nine years 
old, mumbled “I didn’t mean to” as if he needed 
some kind of defense for causing the tumult that 
was sure to bring the consternation of Mimi, their 
grandmother.  They looked at the mess quietly, and 
then, as if under some vigilante-group-spell, all six 
of them began to smile guiltily and then laughed 
amongst themselves uncontrollably in some kind of 
100th monkey phenomena.  But it was only loud 
enough to not be heard by Mimi who ran a tight ship 
of order and conduct for the one week of summer 
Ranch time that has become a tradition amongst the 
grandchildren.  The oldest, now age seventeen and 
sounding more like a man than a boy, said “We’d 
better hurry up and get it cleaned up before Mimi 
finds out.”  And like a colony of ants being threatened 
by an unwanted intruder, they all hurriedly dropped 
to their knees, picked up glass fragments, swept the 
room, replaced the lamp, and returned order to the 
once chaotic and near catastrophic event much to 
the relief of the youngest.  

They all shared some culpability and they all 

knew it.  They were not supposed to be playing “hide 
and seek” in the big ranch house but they couldn’t 
resist.  They were all outlaws and law breakers 
on this hot June day in some small rural setting in 
Indiana.  And to avoid any punishment at all, and 
for all, they stuck together in a way that only cousins 
can do at Mimi and Papaw’s ranch house on summer 
break.  Somehow they felt alive breaking that rule of 
“No Hide and Seek inside the Ranch house.”  They 
felt some sense of freedom and power at making 
their own rules and breaking the others.  They felt 
in control, even if they may have been a little out 
of control.  Isn’t it amazing how those moments 
awaken us when they do come?  Could it be that 
we could create more of those moments in our lives 
and create more chaos so that the mode and routine 
of our lives gets replaced with uncertainty.  

I heard that story this past Father’s day weekend 
while I visited with my nieces and nephew and 
two children and parents.  I kept their confidence 
and didn’t tell my mom—their grandma Mimi.  I 
suppressed a smile when she tried to turn on the 
lamp and exclaimed “why doesn’t this lamp work.”  
Some secrets need to be kept.  Well, at least I kept 
it until I decided to write about it.  Some stories are 
too good to be kept.  

They probably don’t know it, but those cousins 
were Soul Walking.  They were playing, connecting, 
leaving finger prints, and leaving scuff marks, 
hiding, seeking, finding, and rummaging through 
each other’s soul.  From kicking up dust clouds 
from go-karting on the dirt horse track, to playing 
Kemps, to riding the golf cart, to playing capture the 
flag, to eating pop corn and watching movies, to 
miniature golf and croquet, they were leaving marks 
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in the souls of each other.  It’s not easy hosting and 
entertaining six grand children ranging in ages from 
nine to seventeen divided between three siblings 
each summer but my mom and dad, a.k.a. Mimi 
and Papaw do it.  And I hope they continue as long 
as they can.  

I drove my thirteen year old niece and nine year 
old nephew along with my daughter to the airport 
early on Father’s day morning so they could take a 
return flight to Florida and get back home to mom 
and dad.  The summer Ranch time is particularly 
special to them given how far away they live. 

I never spent much time with my grandparents 
growing up.  We didn’t get to walk in each other’s 
Souls much.  I never even met my biological 
grandfather as he abandoned my mom and family 
growing up.  He missed a lot of Soul walking.  I 
think he just chose to fast forward through the 
difficult times in his life of being a dad, raising kids, 
working, and he ended up missing most of his life 
and his children.  Maybe all of it.  I’m certain he 
died somewhere alone of a broken heart—a heart 
that stopped feeling long before it stopped beating.  
My other grandfather fast forwarded through most 
of his life too.  He was always busy recovering 
from a cheap wine hangover in his lonely dingy 
black apartment above some blue collar bar.  He 
died alone in a hospital bed alienated from his four 
children, all of his grandchildren, his ex-wife, and 
his own soul.  His heart stopped feeling long before 
it stopped beating at a young age.  He didn’t do 
much soul walking.

My grandmothers were busy working and 
trying to make ends meet very often so I didn’t spend 
much time with them either.  It’s hard to miss what 
you never had-but somehow I still do.  I probably 
always will to some degree. I wish I had more 
granddad and grandma soul walking experiences.  
But I can’t.  So these Ranch experiences for the 
cousins have become important to them and to 
me.  Their experience of the Ranch, which it has 
become affectionately known as, is much different 
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than my experience.  It was a working farm for me 
and my siblings.  For us, there was little play time 
and certainly never a week of sleeping in, playing, 
and doing and no farm work every day all day.  For 
them it is a retreat--a place to play hide and seek, 
a place to spend time with their cousins whom 
they see infrequently separated by geography but 
not by heart.  It’s a place for them to unwind from 
advanced X-classes, softball and baseball practices, 
basketball practices, all the games for those sports, 
piano lessons, tennis lessons, soccer practices, hours 
of homework, getting A’s on report cards, and being 
a child in today’s dual income earning families.  It’s 
not easy for them.  They get tired too.  The Ranch is 
a sacred place for them to go to walk in each other’s 
souls.  Some former US presidents bunked there as 
well.  So it’s a place where dreams can come true.  

Where do you go to have your soul walked in?  
What feeds you?  Have you been there lately?  Why 
not?  When will you allow yourself to go?

On Father’s Day, my two children, age 
seventeen and twelve gave me a most unusual gift.  
They went out that day, on their own, and bought 
some soy ice-cream, rented a movie at Blockbuster, 
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and got me a $20 gift card to Half Price Books 
which they bought with their own money.  It was 
not a high budget Father’s Day gift I think you 
would agree.  But they were gifts high on the heart 
meter.  They were soul walking gifts.  We sat down, 
ate an ice-cream and orange juice smoothie which 
my daughter made in the blender, and watched a 
movie that I was not overly excited about watching.  
I was not excited about the idea of watching it until 
the reality of doing it touched my soul, and maybe 
even changed it forever.  I sat mesmerized for the 
next ninety minutes or so and cried silent tears as I 
watched that movie with my two amazing children.  
It could have been a biography of my life.  I’ll take 
it one step further; it was a biography of my life—up 
until now.  

The movie was called Click featuring Adam 
Sandler.  It is about a man who is given a Universal 
Remote that allows him to fast forward through all 
the difficult moments in his “Universe.”  He fast 
forwards through all the arguments at home, the 
difficult times at work and in life just to get to the 
happy moments and to reach his work promotion 
where everything was supposed to get better.  What 
he discovers at the end, when it is too late, is that he 
has missed most of his life.  He missed the good stuff.  
His wife divorced him because he didn’t take time 
to love her and care for her needs.  He was not close 
to his children who grew up without him and ended 
up calling another man “dad.”  The kids didn’t care 
to be with him.  He was alienated from his father 
and mother and his dad passed while he was in fast 
forward mode.  He did not spend quality time with 
his true friends.  He sold his soul to his company 
and his career and he paid the price.  Family always 
took a back seat.  I saw so much of myself in the 
character that it was frightening.  I suspect you will 
too.  I suggest you rent it and watch it with your 
children or someone you really love.  And I mean 
really watch it.  

At the end of the movie, Adam Sandler, now 
awakened, bangs a pot to awaken the family and 

tell them he is going on vacation with them and 
cancelling his work commitments to do it.  It is the 
exact same pot – make, model, and look that I have 
in my cupboards.  It hits eerily close to home—as 
in cupboard close.  Someone was trying to get my 
attention.  Life or God has a way of doing that when 
there’s a lesson we need to learn.  When the movie 
ended, the song “You Only Get What You Give” 
by the New Radicals filled the room.  It’s one of 
my favorite songs and one I listened to all the time 
when the kids were younger. A flood of memories 
overtook me.  They tasted like salt.  The tapping on 
my shoulder was a full blown whacking.  I started 
to pay attention.  I started to slow down and stop 
fast forwarding through the little moment that was 
happening right then and there.     

I got up from the sectional recliner I had been 
laying in with my son and daughter, and I clumsily 
pulled them up to a standing position.  We all 
stood there in the living room of my home rather 
awkwardly.  I was a newbie at this.  I extended my 
arms and embraced them both tightly.  I held them 
close in a family group hug and we all hugged and 
held each other on Father’s day.  We became one in 
that moment:  one family, one team, one another.  
I realized that I had not held them nearly enough 
growing up and now they were too big to hold 
except by hugging.  I had fast forwarded through 
most of my life and I didn’t even know it.  I confess 
that I cried on their shoulders.  I told them that I 
loved them.  I told them that I was sorry for not 
being a better father and for fast forwarding through 
their lives.  I told them I was sorry that our family 
had shrunk to three from four and that they only 
got to spend half of their time with dad and mom 
and had to split up their lives between two homes.  
It had been two years since the divorce was legally 
finalized and I was just now showing up.  I had been 
self focused on my pain.  I had not walked enough 
in their souls.  So I just held them on Father’s Day 
and I was real with them.  

I cried some more and I didn’t give a damn if 
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they saw that salt water running down dad’s cheeks.  
It came from an ocean of pain and sadness that 
only a divorced single parent can understand.  They 
had been swimming in those waters.  They knew 
what salt tasted like.  They knew how deep those 
waters went.  These were my children, the two most 
important people in my life and I told them so.  And 
I began to show them also.  I apologized for raising 
my voice to them and yelling as only a father can 
do without even knowing he’s doing it.  Parents 
shouldn’t yell at their children.  It hurts their hearts.  
They had been telling me that.  I started to really 
listen.  I committed to being a much better father 
on Father’s Day.  That could be my gift to them.  I 
needed to give that gift to them.  Every dad does.  So 
does every mother.  

Children are those rare people we choose to 
go through the journey of our lives with.  I’ve been 
told that you can’t choose your family.  But I submit 
that not only can you choose them, but you must 
choose them.  When they are born—choose them.  
When they start walking—choose them.  When 
they go to school—choose them.  And when they 
become teenagers—really choose them.  They want 
us to choose them and to keep choosing them. They 
want us to walk in their souls.  In today’s world of 
Ipods, Razors, Mp3’s, IM’s, Myspace, Babyface, we 
must choose our children—to be part of the center 
of our universe.  If we don’t choose them, some 
gang, some peer group, or some other organized 
structure will claim them.  If we don’t choose them, 
and stop fast forwarding through our lives, and start 
walking in their souls we’ll be like Jimmy Stuart and 

Adam Sandler as we get older—on the outside of 
their lives looking in.   

Now I am far from a perfect dad.  In fact 
there is a lot of collected evidence to suggest the 
opposite.  My ex’s child custody journal contains 
all of that data.  Most are legit entries.  But on this 
day, I was a great dad.  I was really there.  We all fall 
short don’t we?  But we can all do better can’t we?  
I reasoned that if I create and collect enough Soul 
Walking moments like I had on Father’s day, where 
I am really there, really touching, really connecting, 
and being really real, then maybe—just maybe—I’ll 
be remembered as a great dad.  That’s what I want.  
I want my soul walked in by my children and I want 
theirs’ walked in by me.  I want them to really be 
in my heart and soul and life.  I want as many scuff 
marks and fingerprints left behind as possible.  Don’t 
you?  You deserve to have it don’t you?

I wrote a poem to try to capture that moment.  
I share it with you and ask that you share it with 
others.  Help someone to awaken to the Here and 
the Now of their lives.  Help them to stop Fast 
Forwarding through their human race and to start 
walking—soul walking in the lives of their children 
and those who they most love.  It is my challenge 
to you.  It is my challenge to me.  I think it is the 
challenge of our generation.

Carpe Diem  GW  

Cliff Stockamp is a Total Success Coach and the founder 
of Total Success Institute. www.totalsuccessinstitute.com
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I want you walking around in my soul
Touching as many things as you can touch 
Looking at as many things as you can see
Rummaging through as many piles as you can find
Rearranging the furniture
Making tents out of bed sheets
Hiding under the bed
In the closet
In the hamper
Counting to Fifty
Trying to get invisible
Wanting to be noticed
Waiting to be found
Dirtying the dishes 
Opening up as many doors as you can open
And leaving them open
Leaving the lights on
Putting your hands all over the walls 
And the windows
Leaving as many finger marks as you can leave behind
Scuffing up the floors
Leaving your shoes in the middle of the floor to be stumbled over
Knocking over some lamps as you play hide and seek
Breaking some light bulbs
Taping together some sticks
Finding as many shiny rocks as you can
Losing your socks
I want to feel your every step
Your every movement 
Your every touch
I want to know you’ve been there
I mean really been there—
I want you walking around in my soul.

© 2007 Cliff Stockamp

Soul Walking
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By Ryan Keys-Mathews 

I would like to extend a warm welcome, and 
to say thank you for your interest. This is the start to a 
wonderful relationship with you my Global Women 
Readers! 

I hope to accomplish a variety of things with this 
column. First, I hope to empower the divine essence, 
and betterment of all people especially women. This 
may seem a bit odd that a man made a choice to 
not only advise, but also provide unfiltered insights 
to a man’s mind. The travesty of our current society 
begins with the physical and emotional abuse women 
endure from men, and that it is not only accepted 
but encouraged. Over the course of my columns I 
hope to explore ways to empower women to stand 
up for themselves, and embrace the divinity that they 
represent. I also pray that I can inspire a new level of 
interaction, and appreciation between the sexes. 

I have received a lot of inquiries regarding 
finding someone special, and whether a woman 
should wait for that special someone. As we all know 
that is what life is all about, right? The storybook 
ending of guy meets girl, girl falls for guy, and they 
live happily ever after. We all have seen a movie about 
it, or surely know someone who has had it happen 
to them. I know that it’s possible, beyond a shadow 
of doubt. My own mom even found someone after 
being widowed 10 years prior! Yes, they live a simple 
(but joyous) life in the sweet surroundings of love and 
passion. How many people do you know — or know 
of — that have done the same, or at least have started 
down that path to prenuptial bliss. Whoops. Did I say 
prenuptial? I almost forgot even a storybook ending 
has to come with a bumper-to-bumper warrantee. So 
if this item fails, you shall end up exactly right where 

you started; I suppose you must do what you must 
do. Now rolling on to the definition of what defines 
us as “couples” in my opinion.

Soul mates, twin souls, fate, destiny, or karma 
are all terms used to define what we believe to be the 
end result of our venture to find a life partner. And I 
will be the first to tell you; no one said that was easy, 
especially in today’s world. It would seem that many 
people are single, fancy free and afraid to settle, or 
settled in with the two kids, two cars, and a house 
combo! No, I’m not trying to rain on anyone’s parade 
when it comes to finding that special someone. It 
is more than a possibility; it is a probability if you 
believe it will happen for you! Belief is that tiny seed 
of faith which will see you through the most desperate 
of times, so get it while its HOT!

Ryan Keys-Mathews
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I subscribe to my own “Laws of Love”— 
attraction, action, and satisfaction. Attraction is to 
believe like attracts like, and that if you can think it, 
you can do it! How does that apply to a confident 
career driven woman finding love? Ever wanted that 
new car that just came out? Or remember that new 
pair of Forzieri shoes in the window? So you dwell on 
it quite a bit, and then it hits like a Hurricane! You see 
that item everywhere you turn, and now your level of 
wanting will either explode or extinguish. The same 
goes for love. How can you attract love if you don’t 
dwell on it? Try a little home experiment with this 
theory. Write a paragraph or two about the person 
you would ultimately want in your life, describing 
them emotionally, physically, and such. Then write 
another paragraph of how this would affect your 
life for the better. Make sure you also include the 
characteristics that will enable you to get the most 
out of your life, and enhance the quality of your state 
of being. Also, part of this attraction scenario would 
be to take a real detailed inventory of yourself, and 
aligning your expectations to meet who you truly are 
inside and out! Then fold it up, and think about what 
you wrote a few minutes everyday. That’s what I call 
the law of attraction; and if you combine this with 
faith, you will see results!

The final two laws are action and satisfaction. 
Action would be summed up as putting forth the 
efforts to bring what you want “to you.” In other 
words, go out, go to the gym, go get coffee, and 
basically put yourself in the places where fate can 
come to you. The more you are seen, the better your 
chances are for finding a companion. 

The hardest of all these laws would have to 
be the last, right? (As if the first two laws are a cake 
walk.) Satisfaction, what does that mean to you? 
To some it may be a white picket fence, two cars, 
two kids, an ocean view, becoming a stay-at-home 
mom with a doctor for a husband. Okay step back 
for a minute, and wake up! Nothing in life is ever 
perfect. No one person will ever entertain happiness 

24 hours a day, seven days a week. Satisfaction starts 
with self, and then is applied to serving yourself and 
others around you. Your partner will never satisfy 
the ability to silence your own inner voice. This is 
something you have to satisfy yourself, or you may 
end up walking away from the very thing you love. The 
law of satisfaction is primarily being able to accept 
yourself, accept your situation, and accept that we all 
have faults. Then by building a relationship from the 
ground up — through communication, appreciation, 
and consideration — you will then be able to reach a 
satisfactory level of love!

Give this boy a pat on the back! Nurse, it seems 
that the doctor is in — the LOVE DOCTOR that is! 
Come on. Don’t rob me of my sarcastic ability to 
flatter myself. Relationships are not easy, and they 
take a lot of work. So if you are looking for the fast 
route to a fantasy life filled with love and no work, 
keep on dreaming. On a heart-to-heart level, I myself 
encounter moments of discouragement and often feel 
as if I may not be able to make it work; no one is ever 
perfect. The grass may seem to be greener somewhere 
else, but it will all have to be mowed — no matter 
where you put your feet. So if you love the person 
you are with, try your best to make it work until it just 
doesn’t work at all. Then at least you know you tried 
your best. In the words of Patton, “If a person does 
their best, what else is there?” Yes I know his quote 
bluntly states Man, but it’s the age of women’s equality, 
so I decided to sub “person” for “man.” You may ask, 
who am I to rewrite anyone’s quote? I say I am one of 
the “Men” this quote was designed to motivate, and 
my motivations are to be my best. That includes being 
able to adapt, grow, nurture, and respect everyone! 
In the vein of those who inspired change before me, 
I say let’s not just re-write a quote, but re-write our 
past to better our future. Sadly I leave you, and I bid 
all of you farewell until next time. Always feel free to 
email your questions and comments either here, or to 
Ryan@CoachmeCasanova.com. Until that time, single 
is as single does, so start thinking soul mate!  GW  


